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Editor's  Note 


For  as  long  as  we  have  been  an  undergraduate  here  at  BYU- 
Hawaii,  there  has  been  the  Kula  Mann.  As  the  school's  foremost  literary 
journal,  the  Kula  Mann  has  enabled  students,  faculty  and  community 
members  to  come  together  as  one  big  artistic  amalgamation  to  produce 
a  yearly  publication  representing  all  artistic  fields.  The  book  was 
created  to  not  only  supplement  the  Creative  Writing  curriculum  here 
at  the  university,  but  also  serve  as  a  demiurgic  avenue  for  the  artistic 
community  and  as  a  result,  produce  a  book  for  all  audiences,  artistically 
inclined  or  otherwise,  to  delight  in. 

With  a  publication  staff  comprised  of  undergraduates  ranging 
at  times  from  fewer  than  ten  to  this  year's  staggering  twenty-seven,  the 
final  product  is  a  true  team  triumph.  As  a  conglomeration  of  thoughts, 
ideas,  imaginations  and  viewpoints  from  individuals  of  all  cultural 
and  ethnic  backgrounds,  the  goal  of  this  year's  Knla  Manu  staff  was  to 
present  the  wide  range  of  perspectives  and  interpretations  that  can  be 
shown  through  the  artistic  lenses  of  our  selected  authors  and  artists.  Not 
only  do  we  seek  to  display  the  skills  and  talents  of  specific  individuals, 
we  hope  this  to  be  a  representation  of  our  school  and  community  as  a 
whole.  The  union  of  souls  through  literature. 

Fiction,  personal  essay  and  poetry,  accompanied  with 
photographs  and  painted  works  from  a  sweeping  spectrum  of  applicants, 
we  as  a  staff  have  compiled  in  this  book  the  most  outstanding  works 
from  this  past  calendar  year.  Material  that  we  as  students,  authors  and 
editors  cherish  and  relish  just  as  the  artists  do.  We  hope  that  you,  the 
reader,  will  feel  much  the  same  enjoyment  as  you  delve  into  this,  the 
2010  Kula  Manu. 


Nate  Stout 
Keola  Kinghorn 
Keala  Escalante 
Editors- in-  Chief 
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Futility  of  Freedom  for  a  Fated  Philosopher 

A  question  that  I  have  been  pond 'ring  slow, 

that  irks  my  soul  with  impish  mystery; 

My  thoughts  seem  to  pack  up  their  bags  and  go 

Back  to  that  hypothetic  inquiry, 

On  which  is  better — to  have  had  then  lost 

Or  never  to  have  truly  had  at  all? 

The  many  sided  argument  of  cost 

and  calculations  of  statistic  toll. 

Some  say  the  only  way  to  truly  live — 

Extreme  to  each  extreme — pain  with  the  joy; 

But  others  say  it's  much  too  much  to  give. 

I  find  myself  pacing  between  these  ploys,  yet 

No  matter  if  I  choose  to  close  the  gate, 

My  choice  is  slave  to  destiny  and  fate. 

Sara  Bezdjian 
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Creation 

Natalia  Ferguson 

I 

Brandon  and  I  watched  from  the  viewpoint  as  wind  tugged  vog 
and  steam  away  in  breaths  to  reveal  a  deep  red-orange  lava  glow  that 
reflected  against  the  plume.  I  was  mesmerized.  Lava  pooled  and  spilled 
from  the  heart  of  the  earth  into  the  violent  blue  crash  of  ocean  against 
rock.  It  was  an  echo  of  Genesis,  a  close  view  of  the  edge  of  a  masterpiece 
set  in  motion  by  the  Creator's  hand.  Like  the  movements  of  birth,  it 
flowed  in  a  rhythm;  wave  then  pause,  rush  of  wind  then  pause. 

Kai  placed  his  still  plump  baby  feet  against  stark  black,  cooled 
pahoe'hoe,  delighted  with  the  new  shape  and  texture  of  earth,  then 
wrapped  his  hands  around  an  entire  handful  of  ripe  Ohelo  berries  and 
shoved  them  into  his  mouth  at  once,  careful  not  to  lose  a  single  one.  With 
big  blue  eyes  and  juice  dribbling  down  his  chin,  he  looked  up  at  me  with 
a  huge,  satisfied  grin.  I  was  even  more  excited  than  he  was.  Viewing 
this  new  landscape  was  a  dream  come  true  for  me,  a  lifelong  wish  to 
watch  the  creation  of  fresh  earth,  the  sifting  and  organizing  of  elements 
to  create  something  new  and  wonderful.  It  meant  even  more  for  us  to 
explore  and  discover  it  with  our  own  little  wonder;  our  two-year-old  wild 
little  towhead  with  his  own  creation  story. 

II 

Our  story  began  years  before,  when  I  was  a  shy  waitress  in 
a  little  Italian  restaurant  and  the  longed-for  highlight  of  my  week  was 
when  the  door  opened  and  he  walked  in.  Sunlight  poured  through 
the  doorframe  and  glistened  off  his  long,  sun-kissed  brown  hair.  He 
strategically  brushed  it  off  his  shoulder,  lifting  his  arm  just  enough  to 
reveal  a  body  tanned  and  sculpted  from  long  days  in  the  sun  pounding 
nails,  carrying  boards,  or  working  cement.  We  were  too  shy  to  talk  to 
each  other,  so  we  averted  our  eyes,  flashed  nervous  smiles,  and  then 
hoped  that  the  next  time  we  saw  each  other  we  would  have  the  courage 
to  actually  speak. 

One  autumn  morning  my  brother  and  I  took  on  our  favorite 
mountain  bike  trail.  After  a  tricky,  steep  downhill  around  rocks  and  a 
quick  jump  across  a  creek  bed  I  hit  a  rock  and  flew  over  the  handlebars 
of  my  bike.  I  skinned  the  entire  underside  of  my  forearm,  from  wrist  to 
elbow,  but  it  was  a  thrill  to  fly  through  the  air,  and  best  of  all,  it  was  the 


event  that  turned  things  around  for  our  relationship  after  months  and 
months  of  shy  flirtation  and  painful  hopes. 

All  morning  long  I  did  my  best  to  keep  my  grotesque  wound 
hidden  from  the  customers  I  served.  I  was  ashamed  after  a  few  recoiled 
in  disgust  when  they  saw  it  and  was  even  more  self-conscious  when  he 
walked  in  and  sat  down.  It  was  inevitably  exposed  as  I  filled  his  glass, 
and  he  looked  up  at  me  with  big  blue  eyes,  winced  with  sympathy,  and 
said  "Oh,  no!  What  happened  to  your  arm?"  The  compassion  in  his  eyes 
struck  me,  and,  if  I  had  to  pinpoint  the  moment  I  fell  in  love  with  him, 
this  was  it. 

My  heart  raced  during  our  first  kiss  while  waterfalls  rushed 
around  us  and  a  full  moon  bathed  the  sky  in  reflected  radiance.  The 
moonlight  was  so  bright,  the  edges  of  leaves  glowed  in  a  shimmering 
silhouette  and  only  a  handful  of  the  brightest  stars  shone.  We  stayed  up 
all  night,  talking  and  kissing,  hoping  the  earth  would  pause  in  its  course 
and  award  us  a  little  more  time.  He  asked  me  what  my  favorite  color  was. 

"Blue,"  the  color  of  his  eyes. 

I  asked  him  what  his  favorite  color  was. 

"Green,"  the  color  of  my  eyes.  He  smiled  and  said  exactly  what 
I  was  thinking. . .  "It's  like  we  were  created  just  for  each  other."  We 
became  inseparable.  We  kept  track  of  time  with  the  movement  of  the 
moon  and  lingered  late  into  the  nights  watching  the  lake  swallow  stars, 
or  lying  with  our  backs  against  red,  slick  rock  admiring  Delicate  Arch's 
silhouette  against  the  night  sky.  We  kissed  and  talked  and  laughed  and 
fell  asleep  in  each  other's  arms,  lost  in  the  excitement  of  the  creation  of 
our  relationship.  We  spent  our  days  clinging  to  rocks  and  learned  to  trust 
in  each  other  among  the  cliffs  with  an  eight-millimeter  climbing  rope 
and  a  little  metal  belay  device.  I  climbed  high  up  the  canyon  walls,  my 
back  to  the  sky,  and  sensed  the  grooves  of  the  rock  with  my  fingertips. 
I  shifted  my  weight  in  slight  increments,  feeling  the  entire  weight  of 
my  body  against  vertical  rock,  the  heavy  pull  of  gravity.  To  ascend,  I 
pulled  my  weight  in  close  against  the  rock,  looked,  hoped,  stretched  and 
reached.  I  always  knew  I  was  safe,  and  that  he  would  catch  me  if  I  fell. 
He  always  has. 

In  this  canyon  years  later  he  knelt  in  the  snow  beneath  a 
waterfall  with  a  sparkling  ring  in  a  little  box  and  asked  if  I  would  marry 
him.  I  was  thrilled  to  say  yes,  and  we  spent  the  afternoon  kissing, 
talking,  and  making  plans,  while  water  crashed  against  rocks  near  our 
feet. 


Ill 

Kai  plucked  flowers  from  their  stems,  drew  his  breath  in  deep 
amazement  and  awe,  and  said  "Mommy  look!  Wow,  this  flower  so 
pretty!  I  love  it."  He  repeated  this  for  each  one,  savoring  their  fragrance 
and  then  stuffed  his  pockets  with  a  blur  of  crumpled  petals  and  leaves, 
hues  of  greens  and  whites.  I  knew  exactly  how  he  felt. 

Hawaiian  flowers  have  the  most  incredible  creation  story.  They 
needed  not  only  all  of  the  luck  in  the  world,  but  the  same  kind  of  divine 
help  the  brother  of  Jared,  Nephi,  and  the  early  Polynesians  received,  to 
cross  the  great,  tumultuous  blue  ocean — possibly  tucked  into  the  feathers 
or  belly  of  a  bird,  or  at  the  mercy  of  waves  and  currents  with  enough 
vitality  to  send  roots  into  fresh  volcanic  soil.  All  odds  were  against 
them  and,  on  average,  only  one  new  species  succeeded  every  50,000 
years.  Then,  from  that  first  miraculous  establishment,  they  went  through 
thousands  of  years  of  natural  selection  that  eliminated  certain  traits  and 
preserved  those  that  allowed  them  to  thrive.  Survival  of  the  fittest,  until 
they  had  departed  so  much  from  their  ancestral  form,  they  became  their 
very  own  masterpiece. 

I  can  imagine  a  divine  gardener,  dabbling  over  time  in  an 
expansive  palette  with  all  of  the  evolutionary  tools  necessary  to  sculpt, 
color,  and  design.  I  see  His  hand  in  the  flowers  that  open  and  close, 
or  change  colors  to  greet  or  dismiss  the  sun.  I  see  it  in  the  presence  of 
properties  that  allow  these  plants  to  heal,  nourish,  treat,  protect  and 
sustain.  They  boldly  display  that  "All  things  denote  there  is  a  God."  Each 
plant  testifies  of  Him,  the  Author  of  Creation,  and  teaches  us  something 
about  Him.  They  demonstrate  His  attention  to  detail,  how  He  loves  to 
"please  the  eye,  gladden  the  heart... and  to  enliven  the  soul."  They  testify 
of  His  relationship  with  His  children,  His  love  and  commitment,  His 
forethought  and  preparation  for  our  needs.  They  remind  us  to  "Consider 
the  lilies,"  and  trust  in  Him. 

IV 

Hawaiian  legend  teaches  of  Haloa,  the  older  brother  of  the  first 
man  ever  created,  whose  name  means  "everlasting  breath."  The  grieving 
gods  buried  Haloa's  stillborn  body  in  the  earth;  from  that  soil  kalo 
emerged,  with  broad,  smooth  leaves  and  a  long  stalk.  It  is  priceless  in 
value,  providing  the  sustenance,  healing,  and  ceremony  for  the  families 
that  used  it.  It  nourished  the  first  Hawaiian  settlers  as  they  made  their 
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voyage  in  canoes  guided  by  stars,  wisdom,  God,  and  their  ancestors; 
Kalo  is  sacred,  and  teaches  the  importance  of  family.  The  corm  grows 
underground  and  represents  the  akua,  or  ancestors  and  the  offshoots, 
or  oha,  represent  the  offspring.  They  are  all  held  together  in  a  cluster, 
giving  life  and  vibrancy  to  each  other.  As  a  brother  to  humans,  we  share 
similar  traits.  Water  beads  and  rolls  from  its  leaves  like  skin.  It  requires 
nine  months  gestation  and  bleeds  red  when  cut. 

V 

I  know  the  exact  time  I  got  pregnant  with  Kai.  It  was  the  middle 
of  the  day  and  cold  wind  blew  behind  the  windowpane,  magnifying 
our  comfort  and  warmth  in  the  safety  of  our  own  home.  We  laughed 
and  talked  and  embraced,  our  familiarity,  joy  and  passion  exceeding 
anything  we  ever  could  have  imagined  the  night  of  that  first  kiss.  I  lay 
in  his  arms  and  we  both  felt  something  different,  sweet  and  peaceful.  A 
profound  happiness  settled  over  us  as  we  talked  about  the  possibility  of 
holding  our  first  child  in  our  arms. 

Soon,  my  belly  swelled  as  big  as  the  full  moon  and  I  tried  to 
imagine  the  shape  and  size  of  the  little  feet  that  danced  and  kicked 
within  me.  I  wondered  which  of  my  features  he  would  mirror,  and  which 
he  would  get  from  Brandon.  I  wondered  what  I  would  see  from  loved 
ones  who  have  passed,  and  those  I  have  never  met.  Would  I  see  myself  in 
him?  Would  he  be  shy  like  me,  or  more  brave  and  daring  like  Brandon? 
How  he  would  feel  in  my  arms,  and  would  the  intimacy  of  pregnancy 
continue? 

VI 

The  sun  fell  beyond  the  horizon,  pulling  all  color  from  the  sky, 
the  berries,  and  the  sea  so  that  the  ground  we  stood  on  looked  like  a 
vast,  starless  sky,  a  sea  of  black.  Lacking  competition  from  other  light 
sources,  the  whole  hillside  took  flame  and  lava  became  our  glowing  focal 
point.  It  was  past  Kai's  bedtime,  and  he  held  me  close  with  drooping 
eyelids  and  wrapped  his  fingers  around  my  neck.  His  breath  was  soft, 
sweet,  and  slow  against  my  shoulder,  a  symphony  with  the  sound  of 
waves  moving  rhythmically  against  the  shore. 

Creation  begins  with  water.  The  meaning  of  Ha'i  explains  it 
perfectly.  Ha  is  the  breath  of  life  that  flows  to  the  water,  Wai  from  the 
Supreme  God,  7.  Scripture,  evolutionary  theory,  and  legend  all  follow 
the  same  flow-  the  movement  from  water  to  earth  to  flora  to  fauna, 


culminating  in  bare  feet  against  rock.  Before  the  Garden  of  Eden,  there 
was  the  sea.  Before  my  son  could  take  his  first  breath,  he  had  to  learn 
to  thrive  and  move  in  his  own  personal  sea  as  he  learned  to  use  a  body 
mostly  made  of  water. 

It  was  in  the  Garden  of  Eden,  that  first  flowered  womb,  that  Ha 
and  Wai  first  came  together  when  God  "breathed  into  (their)  nostrils  the 
breath  of  life,"  the  very  first  Ha.  I  imagine  God  and  man  in  a  formal, 
loving  embrace,  nose-to-nose,  forehead-to-forehead  in  the  spirit  of  aloha. 
When  you  love  someone  completely,  you  linger  when  you  hold  them  and 
in  that  embrace,  it  feels  natural  to  take  a  long,  deep  breath.  I  imagine  a 
father,  who  loves  His  children  so  perfectly,  putting  all  of  His  love  into 
that  breath,  knowing  that  soon  His  children  must  leave  His  presence  to 
become  creators  of  their  own. 

VII 

I  started  labor  on  a  warm,  calm  evening  in  August.  All  night, 
while  the  moon  moved  across  the  sky,  my  body  and  breath  moved  in 
waves  and  measures.  Contractions  began  quietly,  like  the  soft  rhythmic 
movements  of  a  mother  putting  a  child  to  sleep  in  a  rocking  chair.  I 
began  to  pack;  the  blanket  I  made  him,  blue  and  green  with  a  family 
of  sea  turtles  and  a  mermaid  mom  holding  her  baby,  tiny  white  socks, 
a  baby  blue  beanie,  a  worn  lava  lava.  The  moments  until  we  met  could 
now  be  counted  in  hours,  not  months  or  days  and  the  anticipation  of 
seeing  his  face  drove  me.  I  couldn't  wait  to  see  and  hold  the  little  fingers 
that  had  met  my  own  as  I  pressed  on  my  extra  wide  belly.  I  walked  and 
cleaned  and  bathed  and  waited,  until  the  contractions  became  more  and 
more  steady  and  powerful,  and  Brandon  packed  our  belongings  into  the 
car. 

Despite  pleas  and  threats  from  every  direction,  I  decided  I 
wanted  a  natural  childbirth.  Mothers  called  me  naive,  and  laughed  at  my 
ignorance  of  pain.  My  doctor  called  me  a  "wannabe  hero"  and  brushed 
past  me,  ignoring  my  questions  and  hopes.  I  didn't  want  to  be  a  hero,  I 
just  wanted  to  feel  what  it  was  like  to  give  birth;  to  know  how  his  little 
body  would  feel  and  how  my  body  would  respond.  I  wanted  to  remember 
everything,  and  didn't  want  to  miss  out  on  any  part  of  his  entrance.  I 
wanted  to  feel  like  myself  when  I  met  him  for  the  first  time,  and  I  wanted 
to  somehow  understand  creation.  I  wanted  to  feci  help  from  my  Father 
in  Heaven,  and  knew  that  He  would  be  with  me  through  everything. 
I  couldn't  stop  imagining  His  presence,  and  the  transfer  of  our  little 
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bundle  of  joy,  from  His  hands  to  ours.  I  trusted  Him,  and  I  trusted  my 
husband  who  believed  in  me  completely. 

The  doctors  and  nurses  left  us  alone  in  a  little  room  at  the  end 
of  the  hall  where  we  could  have  solitude  and  comfort.  Hour  after  hour 
passed  as  the  contractions  became  more  and  more  intense.  Brandon 
held  me  tighter  and  whispered  in  my  ear  to  keep  me  calm  and  constant 
during  the  interludes.  When  the  pain  came,  he  pressed  his  palms  against 
my  spine  to  match  and  subdue  it.  He  worked  just  as  hard  as  I  did,  and 
by  early  morning  we  were  entirely  exhausted  and  slept  in  each  other's 
arms  in  the  few  pauses  we  received.  When  contractions  overlapped 
and  felt  like  the  turgidity  and  fierceness  of  lava  and  ocean  crashing 
together  wildly,  we  reached  higher  and  pleaded  for  help.  It  always  came 
immediately,  and  the  waves  calmed  and  moved  through  me  at  a  more 
bearable  intensity.  It  was  like  heaven  and  earth  momentarily  collided  at 
the  exact  moments  that  we  needed  help. 

Almost  there,  the  doctor  separated  my  bone  from  his  bone, 
his  flesh  from  my  flesh.  There  was  a  pause  and  the  room  fell  silent  as 
we  listened  while  he  drew  his  first  breath  and  screamed.  He  stretched 
his  body  out  across  my  chest  and  opened  his  hazy  blue  green  eyes.  My 
heart  swelled  and  I  marveled  at  my  ability  to  love  so  fiercely,  beyond 
anything  I  ever  could  have  imagined.  Everything  about  him  and  his  life 
seemed  miraculous.  I  held  him  tight  in  my  arms,  and  he  fit  perfectly.  The 
radiant  heat  from  his  little  body  warmed  me  and  Brandon  and  I  looked 
at  each  other,  mesmerized,  and  discovered  the  greatest  joy  we  had  ever 
experienced — creation. 


Ode  to  BYU  Hawaii 

0  BYU  Hawaii  you  are  so  very  nice 

With  your  cafeteria  meals  filled  with  sticky  white  rice 

So  close  to  the  beach  you  are 

Which  I  think  is  great  because  I  happen  to  not  have  a  car 

I  love  the  dorms  in  which  I  live 

Along  with  all  the  company  that  ants  and  rats  do  give 

You  have  brought  me  many  friends 

And  now  I  have  come  to  know  many  fashionable  new  trends 

So  please  don't  go  and  change 
But  if  you  do,  give  me  real  furniture,  which  I  can  rearrange. 

John  Jensen 


My  Destruction 

Behold,  this  my  great  destroyer. 
The  irony  of  me,  and  thee, 
mere  paradox  becomes  us  both. 
Thou  art  but  sophism  to  me. 
For  you  are  not  my  liberty, 
nor  the  great  escape  of  my  soul. 
You  are  the  bond  of  imagery, 
the  jailer  of  the  intellect. 
Within  your  pages  am  I  snared, 
in  a  penned  unbreakable  cage. 
Upon  the  visions  and  poesy, 
my  mind  it  tends  to  wonder. 
Words  lost  in  imagination's  drift. 
Arise  soon  precious  sight,  before 
thine  novel  mind's  eye  is  murdered. 
For  I  would  rather  non  exist, 
ignorant  of  marks  and  cannon, 
than  to  be  bared  by  black-and-white, 
subject  to  the  man  of  mammon. 
Where  was  he  that  Waldo  wanted, 
the  spirited  soul  and  scholar? 
Do  I,  like  he,  seek  more  comfort 
than  of  studies,  and  libraries? 
My  purest  prose  which  founded,  are 
not  found  in  the  conjurer's  ink, 
rather  in  the  distant  peaks,  trails, 
seas,  shores,  and  skies.  Interpreting 
the  sorcerer's  script  will  keep  my 
soul's  exist  free  of  writer's  noose. 
But  to  thrive  I  must  be  engaged, 
the  pursuit  of  life,  or  living, 
to  discover  truth  unyielding. 

Jacob  Con  tor 
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Oomph 


Lindsey  Rae  Spencer 


Date  a  Comedian,  You  Get  a  Joke 

Nate  Stout 

I  am  about  to  embark  on  every  high  schooler's  rite  of  pas- 
sage. Prom.  Awww,  yeah.  Actually,  yesterday  was  rental  day  and  had 
I  known  before  calling  Mr.  Formal  that  they  raped  their  customers' 
wallets,  I  would'vc  pulled  a  Nick  Martin  and  made  my  tux  out  of  duct 
tape.  Instead  of  paying  cash  to  get  dressed  I  could've  earned  a  $3000 
scholarship.  Or  maybe  I  would've  ignored  the  dance  altogether  and  gone 
laser  tagging  instead.  More  A/C  than  Prom,  more  exciting,  darker,  more 
exciting.. .too  late  now.  That  was  the  adventure.  I  had  to  take  work  off 
just  so  I  could  try  on  the  friggin'  penguin  suit.  Then  I  had  to  take  like 
seventeen  ties  over  to  Amy's  house  to  see  what  color  matched  her  dress. 
She,  of  course,  has  to  pick  the  fruitiest  color  of  all  time.  Love  the  name, 
hate  the  color.  It  starts  out  strong  and  masculine,  ends  like  a  sappy  ro- 
mance novel.  Dragon/h//Y.  More  like  purple  if  you  ask  me.  Riddle  me 
this:  Why  does  she  want  me  to  dress  so  gay  if  I  am  taking  her,  a  female, 
to  the  dance?  Doesn't  she  want  a  straight  date?  Even  the  tux  man  on 
hand  couldn't  cover  his  cackle  with  a  cough  quick  enough.  My  question 
to  him:  Why  offer  such  a  fag-O-licious  color  for  heterosexual  couples? 
And  women  want  more  rights?  I  want  an  amendment  that  says  dates 
don't  get  to  pick  my  tie  color.  Thanks  for  making  Prom  that  much  more 
excruciating  for  those  of  us  that  don't  want  to  go  at  all.  You'd  think  that 
because  we  sacrificed  our  Saturday  night  for  you,  you  could  be  a  little 
more  lenient  with  the  color  selection.   Why  do  we  need  to  match  anyway? 
Likelihood  is,  besides  pictures,  we're  not  even  going  to  be  together  most 
the  night.  She's  going  to  be  either  dancing  with  her  girls  because  "This 
is  my  jam! "  or  chilling  with  her  girls  in  the  apparent  paradise  that  is  the 
ladies '  restroom.    While  she 's  doing  that,  I'm  going  to  be  at  the  bar,  put- 
ting out  the  vibe.  I  love  that  my  mind  was  sarcastic  even  when  I  didn't 
talk,  because  that  is  the  thought  that  sprang  my  retaliation  plan  into  ac- 
tion. Renting  a  tie  is  SO  much  cheaper  than  a  full  tuxedo.  And  renting 
a  tie  and  a  novelty  tux,  is  still  cheaper  than  a  full  tux.  On  to  the  costume 
shop. 

If  it  wasn't  for  the  slowpoke  in  the  crosswalk,  I  would've  had 
a  stopless  drive  to  Party  Town  (name  changed  to  protect  the  ignorant). 
This  tuxedo  rental  was  $25  cheaper,  to  my  surprise,  as  legendary  a  tux 
as  it  was,  and  it  fit  better  on  the  first  try  than  I  would've  expected.  They 
did  have  to  let  out  the  pants  and  sleeves  as  far  as  they  could  go,  and 
bring  in  the  waist  about  six  inches,  but  I  didn't  need  it  for  another  month 
so  I  was  down.  I  called  my  best  friend  J.  Money  and  got  him  to  get  the 
other  one,  an  excellent  night  was  sure  to  follow.  The  next  day  we  went 

12 


to  Party  City  (name  not  changed,  they  don't  care)  and  got  the  top  hats 
and  canes  for  the  sword  fighting  sequence.  Next,  an  option  of  any  one 
of  the  twenty-three  secondhand  stores  on  the  same  street  for  shoes  we 
could  ruin.  Then  one  of  12  convenient  locations  of  a  huge  national  chain 
of  cheery  old  folks  in  blue  vests  to  find  the  spray  paint  for  the  disgusting 
shoes  we  had  just  purchased.  It  only  took  eight  tries,  but  we  found  the 
color  match.  Perfection. 

After  that  was  getting  the  bracelet  flowers,  ever  so  fancy,  for  the 
girls.  Whoever  thought  up  this  item  has  got  to  be  the  biggest  achiever  of 
the  American  Dream  of  all  time.  He  should  be  called  The  Great  Gatsby 
Part  2.  How  does  one  convince  the  partygoers  of  America  that  their 
outfit,  which  they've  spent  hours  and  hundreds  of  American  dollars  on, 
isn't  complete  without  a  rotting  flower  on  or  around  their  wrist?  And 
guys,  nothing  completes  the  fancy  fairy  look  than  adding  a  flower  to 
your  lapel.  And  the  pins  and  needles  you  use  to  secure  it  also  spice  up 
your  evening  later  on.  Make  sure  when  she's  disrobing  you  to  have  her 
toss  your  coat  onto  an  armchair  rather  than  the  bed.  That  is  if  circumci- 
sion is  not  a  part  of  your  intimate  agenda.  The  inventor  probably  makes 
a  dime  for  every  flower  used  in  the  assembly  of  these  things.  If  even 
half  of  the  teenage  guys  in  my  state  are  as  big  a  slacker  as  I  am  and  don't 
listen  to  the  refrigeration  instructions,  those  dimes  would  turn  into  some 
cash.  Fast.  Chock  up  another  30  bucks  for  a  flower-based  French  word. 
Awesome. 

I  really  hate  the  fact  that  preparations  for  this  stupid  dance  begin 
like  eighteen  months  before  the  actual  dance.  Even  when  I  thought  Prom 
was  just  a  Saturday  thing  I  was  pissed.  A  whole  day?  Forget  that.  But 
no,  it's  several  days.  More  like  four  Saturdays,  and  a  Friday  or  two.  It's 
ridiculous.  And  of  course,  since  I  was  born  a  male,  I  have  to  take  care  of 
literally  everything  but  the  dress.  So,  I  checked  my  list  of  to-dos  need- 
ing to  be  planned  —  I  got  it  from  Google  of  course  —  and  crossed  out 
the  flowery  wrist  decoration.  Next  was  limousine  rental.  And  yes,  I 
underestimated  the  price  of  these  atrocious  vehicular  devices.  I  was  seri- 
ously considering  a  horse  and  carriage  until  I  remembered  the  fact  that 
we  had  four  couples  in  our  prom  posse.  Even  with  all  the  guys  pitching 
in,  which  two  were  not  going  to  do  due  to  religious  affiliations  (not  re- 
ally, they're  just  cheap)  we  had  to  dive  into  our  dinner  fund  a  little.  Add 
to  that  the  moped  J.  Money  and  I  had  to  rent  to  complete  our  comedy 
costume  combination,  we  were  pretty  deep  into  the  red.  Not  too  bad,  but 
that's  from  a  guy's  point  of  view  so  it's  more  than  a  little  biased.  Outra- 
geous was  the  suggested  price.  Not  that  we're  poor,  it's  just  I  would 
rather  spend  money  on  a  new  xBox  or  iPod  than  three  hours  of  making  a 
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complete  ass  of  myself.  For  the  price  we  paid,  we  should  have  had  a  full 
wet  bar  and  a  stripper  in  the  limo.  We  didn't.  Three  two  liters  of  Barq's 
Root  Beer  and  a  box  of  glorified  graham  crackers.  Super. 

Seeing  that  this  Premium  Prom  Package  tapped  into  our  finances 
more  than  we  suspected,  our  dinner  plans  had  to  be  adjusted.  I  want  to 
make  it  clear  that  we  did  at  least  attempt  to  make  the  unoriginal,  totally 
regular,  prom  worthy  dinner  date  work  out.  My  friend  called  three 
restaurants,  I  called  12,  nobody  had  as  diverse  a  menu  as  our  party  of 
eight  required  at  the  price  we  wanted.  We  weren't  expecting  much,  but 
we  tried.  You  can't  find  a  vegan  friendly,  vegetarian  worthy,  MSG-  or 
gluten-free  dining  facility  for  under  $80  a  plate.  Greedy  commercial- 
ized economy.  The  next  option  was  cooking  at  home  for  the  ladies.  Four 
teenagers,  an  oven  and  a  stove.. .not  a  good  date  night.  I  would  rather  cut 
off  my  toe  and  sue  Chuckie  Cheese's  for  game  tokens  than  cook  dinner, 
I'm  that  bad.  Combining  all  four  guys'  experience  in  our  little  group,  we 
came  up  with  about  two  episodes  of  Rachael  Ray  and  three  batches  of 
chocolate  chip  cookies,  one  of  which  looked  like  double  chocolate  due  to 
the  fact  it  had  gone  into  the  oven  as  dough  and  came  out  charcoal.  So  we 
had  a  brainstorming  session  and  came  up  with  our  eccentric  plan.  Ideas 
are  so  fickle.  At  the  time,  this  idea  seemed  excellent  to  everyone  I  told. 
Even  now,  the  logic  of  the  suggestion  astounds  me.  It  is  a  cheap  idea,  but 
still  fun  and  unique.  We  were  doing  all  the  cliche  prom  night  crap;  limo, 
corsage  and  meeting  the  parents,  so  dinner  is  where  we're  gonna  find  our 
stride  and  be  completely  unique.  Girl  word  for  unique:  sexy. 

Allow  me  to  lay  it  out.  We  go  to  the  girls'  houses,  meet  the 
parents,  swing  by  the  school  for  pictures,  do  the  damn  thing,  and  then 
direct  the  limo  to  dinner  at  13130  SE  84th  Ave.  This  place  has  all  the 
food  anyone  could  imagine,  in  portions  fitting  of  four  teenage  boys  and 
their  dates.  Also,  they  pay  grandparents  to  pass  out  free  samples  all  day 
of  everything  ranging  from  guava  nectar  to  nacho  cheese  filled  pretzels. 
Nate  and  friends,  come  on  down,  you're  the  next  contestants  on  The 
Prom  is  Rightl  What's  our  next  item  to  bid  on  Rich?  An  84  course  meal 
there  Bob,  complete  with  massage  chairs,  leather  couches  and  porch 
benches  to  lounge  upon  while  enjoying  your  food.  Once  you've  digested 
your  dixie  cups  of  deliciousness,  go  ahead  and  pull  the  lounge-lever  on 
your  leather  recliner  and  enjoy  a  few  HD  minutes  of  your  favorite  new- 
release  before  jetting  off  to  the  dance!  Let's  just  say,  whoever  bid  ten 
dollars  over  bid  by  ten  dollars.  Whoever  bid  one  Costco  Wholesale  card 
got  the  exact  price.  Perfect  place  for  a  romantic  date.  Food  everywhere, 
big  screen  TV's  playing  new-releases,  basketball  hoops  for  the  athletic 
chick.  Got.  It.  Made.  The  surprise  factor  alone  would  make  it  worth 
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every  penny.  Each  shocked  female  face  could  be  captured  on  our  choice 
of  several  hundred  digital  camcorders  being  displayed.  After  an  hour  or 
two  in  the  city  of  bulk  foods,  we  could  proceed  to  the  lame  portion  of  the 
night,  the  actual  1920s  Paris,  France  themed  Senior  Prom. 

And  now  the  night's  plans  are  completed.  All  I  have  left  to  do 
is  ask  the  woman  to  go  with  me.  Already  got  this  planned  too.  Like  I 
said,  she  pretty  much  wants  to  jump  me  and  in  my  preliminary  asking 
her  if  she  was  interested,  she  said  all  I  have  to  do  is  ask  her  in  a  "cre- 
ative" way  and  she'll  say  yes.  Check  this.  Last  class  period  of  the  day 
she  has  science.  I  go  to  the  Theatre  department,  Makeup  Class,  Room  4. 
They  make  a  bullet  hole  in  my  head  right?  Use  that  fake  skin  latex  crap, 
disgusting  feeling,  even  disgusting-er  looking.  I  look  like  I  just  got  shot 
in  the  face.  Blood  just  all  over  my  head.  Go  to  her  house  with  a  dozen 
roses,  while  she's  still  in  class.  My  buddy  outlines  my  body  sprawled  out 
on  her  driveway.  Blood  splatters  on  her  garage  door.  Gun  in  the  street, 
Police  Line  -  Do  Not  Cross  over  the  street  and  flares  too.  Call  the  Cap- 
tain of  the  force  (husband  of  my  drama  teacher... I  know  you're  jealous). 
Get  a  cruiser  speeding  over  there,  cuts  my  girlfriend  off  while  she's 
going  to  her  house.  Right  when  a,  "What  the  hell?"  escapes  her  lips,  she 
sees  the  lights  spinning  and  the  yellow  tape  stringing  from  my  car  to  her 
house.  Oh  no,  that's  Nate's  car!  So  good.  Her  car  turns  off,  middle  of 
the  street,  she  leaves  the  door  ajar,  the  alarm  is  ringing  with  that  inces- 
sant buzz,  she's  freaked,  she's  running,  just  booking  her  5'  4"  frame 
toward  her  house.  Captain  Grimes  is  all,  "None  shall  pass"  and  she's  all, 
"But  I  live  here!  That's  my  boyfriend  Nate!"  (And  yes,  to  answer  your 
question,  she  would  be  lying  at  this  point,  because  we  are  not  official  at 
all.  I  made  this  fact  very  clear  to  her.  We,  at  least  I,  am  not  exclusive. 
Like  I  said,  she's  digging  me  pretty  hard  but  I  haven't  hooked  it  up  yet). 
At  this  point  it  could  go  two  ways.  Captain  Grimes  let's  her  through, 
tears  streaming  she  kneels  over  my  lifeless  body,  kisses  me,  "I  love  you 
Nate,"  and  sees  the  note  and  smacks  me.  Or,  she  sees  me,  runs  scream- 
ing and  tripping  over  her  neighbors'  rosebushes  and  the  cops  call  her 
later  to  identify  the  body.  Part  of  me  wants  the  second  because  going  in 
one  of  those  morgue  drawers  would  be  so  eerie  and  brilliant.  When  they 
pull  me  out,  she'd  be  all  puffy  and  cute  and  when  she  looks  to  identify 
me  and  sees  the  note,  pulls  it  out  of  my  cold  dead  fingers,  opens  it  and 
reads  the  romantic  pun  I  hatched  from  my  brain.  I  go  the  distance  for  the 
girl.  Couldn't  be  a  sweeter  man  if  I  was  John  Cusack  in  Say  Anything, 
which  is  good  because  my  iPod  can't  crank  Peter  Gabriel  that  loud. 

So,  I  set  the  scheme  into  motion.  Well,  the  makeup  smeared 
and  made  me  look  like  a  wannabe  Thriller  backup  dancer  from  karaoke 
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night  at  the  homo  club  downtown.  Captain  Grimes  had  a  real  homicide 
call  to  get  to,  so  there's  no  cruiser  on  scene.  They  didn't  have  roses  at 
Albertson's  so  my  romance  bouquet  is,  um,  carnations.  Even  I  know 
carnations  are  a  sin  for  anyone  over  six.  Amy  is  going  to  kill  me  for  real 
for  bringing  carnations  to  ask  her  to  Prom.  I  look  like  such  a  cheapass. 
Oh  yeah,  my  buddy  has  a  lab  in  sixth  period  so  him  helping  is  out  and 
definitely  ran  out  of  gas  on  the  way  there.  So  I'm  stranded  a  good  [law- 
ful] fifteen  minutes  drive  from  my  destination  and  she  is  going  to  be  here 
within  nine  minutes.  Time  to  let  my  imagination  run  wild.  Two  frisbee 
football  cones,  lipstick  from  the  glove  box  mixed  with  week-old  Hawai- 
ian Punch  for  liquidity,  my  sister's  fog  machine  from  her  stupid  slumber 
party/rave,  and  a  baseball  bat  vs.  windshield  confrontation  later,  I've  got 
a  Disney  Channel  Original  car  crash.  My  dad  is  gonna  love  making  me 
pay  for  a  new  1983  Civic  windshield.  Oh  yeah,  I  took  my  track  cleats  to 
the  tree  and  grass  and  some  black  sidewalk  chalk  from  a  kind  neighbor 
to  illustrate  some  makeshift  tire  tracks.  I'm  no  art  student,  but  those 
look  damn  near  flawless.  Kind  neighbor  also  had  roses  in  season.  Ask 
me  how  yellow  carnations  replaced  her  four  red  roses  and  I  could  not  tell 
you.  I  have  no  idea,  I  bought  these  roses  at  Safeway,  for  sure.  Here's  a 
suggestion  also,  take  the  thorns  off  of  the  stem  before  cutting  the  flower 
from  the  plant.  Not  only  are  the  commercially  sold  plants  thorn-free, 
but  you  will  be  cut  free  and  your  shirt  will  be  covered  in  lipstick  blood 
concoction  instead  of  your  own  AB-negative.  A  little  less  realistic  but 
much  less  painful.  I  held  the  horn  down  and  positioned  myself  on  top  of 
the  steering  wheel,  head  against  the  glass  and  seatbelt  buckled,  I'm  a  safe 
driver.  I  could  see  the  neighbors  gathering,  ah  curiosity,  and  I  watched 
as  my  girlfriend's  car  approached.  Right  on  time.  Oh  damn,  I  forgot  the 
eye  drops.  This  marathon  of  a  scenario  is  going  to  dry  out  my  retinas 
like  they're  my  tongue  when  I  suck  on  that  dental  vacuum. 

I  cannot  describe  to  you  how  awful  my  ears  felt  about  five 
minutes  after  she  arrived  on  site.  She  screamed  as  soon  as  she  saw  my 
car,  screamed  louder  and  higher  pitched  when  she  saw  I  was  in  it.  Then, 
when  she  saw  my  face,  I  can  only  assume  she  was  screaming  louder  still 
and  higher  pitched  because  although  /  couldn't  hear  anything,  the  two 
dogs  who  were  watching  started  bashing  their  heads  into  asphalt  like 
that  half-zombie  from  I  Am  Legend.  I  was  clutching  the  note  in  my  left 
hand  and  it  took  about  seven  people  telling  her  they  had  already  called 
the  cops  to  coax  her  to  read  it.  I  can't  believe  she  didn't  see  me  blinking 
through  all  of  this.  I  guess  it's  one  of  those  things  you  don't  notice  when 
your  mind  has  convinced  you  you're  staring  at  a  corpse.  Give  me  an  A 
for  improv  because  it  friggin'  worked  like  a  charm  in  Harry  Potter.  The 
dogs  had  bitten  each  other's  ears  off  by  the  time  she  finished  reading 
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my  letter.  My  windshield  exploded  too.  That  makes  putting  off  repair 
until  summer  out  of  the  question.  Unless  Costco  sells  Saran  Wrap  that's 
36  inches  wide.  Which  I  guess  I  can  look  for  at  dinner.  I  love  it  when  a 
plan  comes  together.  It's  a  beautiful  thing. 

Nailed  the  night,  if  I  do  say  so  myself.  Our  arriving  to  pick  up 
the  girls  in  Burnt  Orange  and  Baby  Blue  tuxedoes  on  mopeds  invoked 
reactions  from  both  dates  and  parents  that  are  sure  to  get  half  a  million 
hits  on  YouTube  and  "Chosen  One"  status  on  FunnyorDie.com.  They 
all  thought  it  was  funny  once  the  limo  showed  up.  I  think  they  appreci- 
ated the  Dumb  &  Dumber  references.  The  dinner  was,  as  I  suspected 
"charming"  and  "clever."  And  the  ladies  loved  the  Harry  Potter  and 
Chronicles  ofNarnia  trailers  on  the  new  Vizio.  Apart  from  my  fellow 
cane -fighter  and  me  getting  kicked  out  for  the  first  three  songs  for  our 
perfectly  choreographed  sword  fighting  sequence  (which  made  the  whole 
Dumb  &  Dumber  theme  that  much  funnier)  it  was  a  night  worthy  of  a 
journal  entry.  The  girls  asked  me  over  dinner,  well,  the  little  paper  cups 
filled  with  bean  dip,  where  I  had  got  such  a  sweet  idea  for  asking  her 
out.  I  told  them  it  was  just  my  imagination,  for  real.  She  thought  it  was 
pretty  elaborate  and  loved  my  card  that  I  held  when  I  was  slumped  over 
the  steering  wheel.  Although  my  shoulder  bruise  might  testify  to  the 
contrary,  she  claimed  the  pun  itself  made  her  forget  the  fact  she  thought 
I  was  dead  and  accept  my  invitation  immediately.    That's  how  I  do.  She 
now  keeps  it  in  her  purse  with  a  picture  of  my  "corpse".  I'm  DYING  to 
go  to  Prom  with  you!  Classic. 
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No  Longer  Warm 

Bursts  of  wind  raced  against  themselves. 

The  winner  howled  as  it  pushed  me  down 

Its  brumal  blasts  ran  through  my  veins, 

Weakening  me  without  acquiescence. 

Doubts  of  my  strength  beleaguer  my  will 

And  warmth  is  a  memory  too  soon  forgotten; 

A  delight  not  tasted  enough,  it  seems. 

Baleful  summers  forgotten, 

Past  inflictions  are  dulled. 

I  ache  for  the  warmth  I  once  had 

Will  he  rise  again? 

Has  he  forgiven  my  cursing? 

Or  have  I  doomed  myself  and  humanity? 

Keola  Kinghorn 
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Kaneohe  Sunrise 


Ryan  Bag/ey 
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Chester  Nameant 

Nate  Stout 

At  five  in  the  morning,  the  parking  lot  was  already  chock  full 
of  vehicles,  a  full  hour  before  the  team  buses  even  arrived.  Of  all  the 
handicapped  spaces,  of  which  there  were  30  total,  only  three  were  oc- 
cupied by  actual  marked  handicapped  vehicle  owners.  Along  the  side- 
walk, bleachers  were  set  up  and  filled  with  spectators,  facing  the  sta- 
dium's outer  wall,  which  had  big  plasma  screens  hanging  every  fifteen  to 
twenty  feet,  broadcasting  live  from  inside  the  arena.  Within,  thousands 
of  screaming  sports  fans  were  piling  themselves  into  the  seats.  With 
an  hour  and  a  half  until  the  games  started,  only  one  seat  wasn't  taken. 
Actually,  the  seat  was  taken,  just  not  occupied,  because  the  guy  was  in 
the  bathroom.  It  was  literally  standing  room  only;  this  was  sure  to  be 
a  day  to  remember  in  Topeka,  Kansas.  The  team  buses  arrived  with  3 
hours  until  games  time.  The  players  all  stepped  off  the  bus,  iPod  buds  in 
ears,  team  clothes  on,  fan  hands  reaching  out  for  just  a  fleeting  graze  of 
anything  All-Star.  The  teams  proceeded  into  the  building  line  by  line, 
single  file,  blue  vs.  black.  Once  inside  the  doors,  they  parted  ways,  blue 
heading  to  the  east  locker  room,  black  to  the  west,  separated  until  they 
would  clash  for  the  national  title. 

The  first  hour  consisted  of  warm-ups  for  each  team.  They  would 
rehearse  in  groups  of  four  in  the  practice  gyms  located  directly  off  of 
their  respective  locker  rooms.  The  next  hour  was  for  the  press,  including 
but  not  limited  to  The  Topeka  Times,  Kansas  Chronicle  and,  of  course, 
The  Kansas  Classic.  The  teams  were  told  that  this  was  an  hour  of  talk- 
ing up  their  own  teams,  but  it  turned  into  talking  trash  about  the  other. 

'Their  best  player  is  smaller  than  my  left  leg.  They  stand  no 
chance  against  us." 

'They  seem  to  forget  that  we  made  it  to  the  championships  just 
like  them.  We're  going  to  utilize  their  weakness,  arrogance,  to  utterly 
destroy  them." 

'Their  moms  just  called  and  wished  us  good  luck." 

"I've  been  playing  this  game  since  before  I  could  walk,  no  way 
is  a  school  of  dumb  jocks  is  going  to  give  us  trouble.  Make  the  shirts 
now,  we're  the  winners." 

The  press  ate  up  the  competitive  tension  like  a  redneck  inhaled 
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biscuits  and  gravy.  They  took  the  statements  and  pictures  and  began 
composing  their  stories  right  then  and  there,  anxious  to  have  their  version 
released  first,  as  soon  as  publishly  possible.  Through  the  zoo  that  was 
the  lobby  at  press  time,  walked  our  hero  Marston,  unnoticed.  He  was  the 
fifth  best  on  his  team  and  so  he  flew  undetected  below  the  radar.  The  top 
three  on  his  team,  a.k.a  "The  Big  Three,"  "David  Letterman's  Top  Three," 
"The  Chi  Drei,"  "The  Three  Amigos,"  got  most  of  the  attention,  because 
they  are  the  best.  The  bottom  three,  no  nicknames  obviously,  got  the 
remaining  time  because  they  could  discuss  the  respect  they  had  for  the 
stars.  Basically,  they  were  used  to  talk  up  the  "Tri  from  Chi."  This  left 
Marston  to  wander  aimlessly,  eat  as  many  Costco  muffins  as  he  could  and 
flirt  with  the  other  team's  cheerleaders.  The  fact  that  cheerleaders  lose  all 
team  loyalties  to  a  sparkling  smile  from  an  opponent  appealed  to  Mar- 
ston, and  by  the  end  of  the  hour  he  had  gotten  all  but  one  number  and  had 
macked  on  the  one  girl  whose  number  he  had  not  acquired  (so  he  rendered 
her  number  unneeded).  At  the  end  of  press  time,  Marston  left  the  girls 
and  proceeded  back  toward  his  locker  room.  On  his  way,  he  happened  to 
step  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  divide,  put  in  place  to  keep  the  two  compet- 
ing teams  apart. 

It  was  an  honest  mistake,  like  in  Dumb  &  Dumber  when  Lloyd 
accidentally  drives  a  sixth  of  the  way  across  the  country  in  the  wrong 
direction,  due  to  a  simple  wrong  turn.  In  doing  so,  Marston  put  himself 
in  harm's  way.  Not  physical  harm  so  much  as  mental  harm.  Worse  when 
you  are  about  to  play  the  games  that  Marston  was  an  hour  away  from 
beginning.  By  the  time  he  realized  he  was  surrounded  by  blue  instead  of 
black,  he  was  confronted  with  this  mental  anguish  in  the  form  of  Robert 
Fischer.  They  noticed  each  other  at  the  same  time,  and  realized  who  each 
other  was  at  the  same  time  about  a  second  and  a  half  later.  Marston  tried 
to  avoid  direct  contact  by  exaggerating  his  realization  of  being  on  the 
wrong  side,  but  to  no  avail. 

"Hugh?  Is  that  you?"  blurted  the  foe. 

"I  go  by  Marston  now,  but  yeah.  Who's  asking?" 

"It's  Robert  Fischer!  From  Ms.  Templeton's  sixth  grade  Drama..." 

"No  way  man.  It's  been  forever."  Marston's  feigned  surprise  was 
spot  on.  Looks  like  said  class  came  in  handy.  "How've  you  been  bud?" 

"Not  bad  at  all.  Florida  is  so  much  cooler  than  you'd  think." 
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"Good,  cuz  it  sounds  really  lame.  So  why'd  you  go  there  again?" 
Martson  inquired,  only  to  realize,  much  to  his  chagrin  that  he  had  just 
lengthened  the  conversation. 

"My  parents  got  divorced  but  they  didn't  want  me  in  a  broken 
home,  so  I  went  to  live  with  my  grandparents." 

"Awesome.  Well  I'd  better  get  b-" 

"Yeah,  my  grandparents  actually  got  divorced  the  next  year 
though.  My  mom  called  her  sister  in  Minnesota  but  they  were  separated 
too.  It's  crazy." 

"Yeah,  sounds  like  it.  Look,  my  team  is  probably-" 

"That's  crazy  that  you  play  now  too.  Remember  how  you  used 
to  make  fun  of  me  at  lunch  when  I  asked  you  to  come  play?" 

"Yeah,  I  guess  when  you  moved  it  intrigued  me  more."  Marston 
baby-stepped  backward  toward  his  team's  side.  Robert  followed,  unfor- 
tunately still  talking. 

"Yeah,  I  love  this  game.  I  really  got  good  when  I  moved  in  with 
my  grandparents.  They  really  trained  me." 

"That's  so  awesome.  Look  bro,  good  luck  out  there  but  I've  re- 
ally got  to  get  to  stepping  back  over  to  my  team  meeting." 

"Right  of  course.  Good  luck  to  you  too  brother.  We  should  talk 
after  or  something,  over  some  milkshakes.  I  love  milkshakes." 

"I'm  lactose  intolerant."  Marston  yelled  over  his  shoulder  and 
ducked  under  the  partition. 

He  took  off  running  and  snuck  in  the  back  of  the  locker  room 
right  before  his  coach  began  the  pre-pump-up-speech  speech. 

"Okay  ladies,  we're  here  to  do  one  thing  and  one  thing  only,  win 
the  title.  We  wouldn't  be  here  if  we  couldn't  win,  and  that  means  we  can, 
so  we  should.  If  we  win,  I  will  take  you  all  out  to  dinner  wherever  the 
cheerleading  squad  goes,  so  you  can  all  have  an  opportunity  to  fornicate, 
because  we  all  know  that  will  be  one  of  your  only  chances.  If  you  lose, 
I  will  take  you  to  the  same  place  as  them,  but  I  will  tell  them  all  that  you 
prefer  men  to  ladies,  so  that  any  attempt  to  flirt  that  you  eventually  grow 
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the  balls  to  try  will  be  completely  useless.  I  guess  what  I'm  saying  is, 
excellent  season,  but  I  don't  want  to  be  the  New  England  Patriots  and 
be  undefeated  until  it  matters.  I  want  to  win.  Now."  The  12  members 
of  the  team,  the  three  coaches  and  the  water  boy  slow-clapped  their  way 
to  the  third  rehearsal  gym  and  found  their  personalized  meditation  mats 
and  iPods.  They  all  then  laid  down  and  turned  on  their  iPods  to  get 
some  last  minute  mental  practice  in  before  they  went  to  the  floor  for  the 
real  thing.  Relaxation  was  key,  so  each  player  only  used  one  hand  at  a 
time  to  manipulate  the  iPods'  keypads  as  they  meditated.  After  a  half  an 
hour  they  each  went  into  their  individual  pre-game  rituals.  They  danced, 
listened  to  specific  songs  and  prayed.  They  chest  bumped,  high-fived, 
anything  they  felt  needed  to  happen  to  be  successful  on  this,  their  day 
of  reckoning.  After  that,  they  re-entered  their  locker  room  for  the  final 
speech  before  game  time. 

"I'm  not  going  to  tell  you  I'm  proud  of  you,"  the  coach  started, 
"because  I'm  not  yet.  We  came  into  the  playoffs  as  the  eighth  seed, 
favored  to  lose  in  the  first  round.  They  misjudged  us,  and  I'm  happy 
we're  here.  But  I'm  not  filled  with  pride  yet  because  we  don't  have  the 
trophy,  and  that's  all  that  matters."  By  this  time,  the  coach  was  yelling, 
and  saliva  sprang  from  his  lips  with  each  word  like  water  from  a  play- 
ground rain  puddle.  "We  have  to  win,  that's  all  there  is  to  it.  You  each 
know  your  strengths  and  your  weaknesses.  You  all  know  how  to  stay  out 
of  trouble  and  get  out  of  it  if  you  need  to,  so  let's  go  out  there,  have  great 
games  and  take  it  to  the  Knights  like  the  Rebels  to  the  Storm  Troopers!" 
With  a  yell,  the  team  charged  from  the  locker  room  and  onto  the  stadium 
floor,  with  Marston  in  the  rear,  right  ahead  of  Assistant  Coaches  Bron- 
stein  and  Mame. 

They  entered  the  stadium  to  a  Gimli  battle  cry  of  applause.  At 
the  same  time,  the  Knights  in  team  blue,  jogged  out  from  the  opposite 
corner.  There  were  17  tables  lined  up  in  a  four  by  four  grid  across  the 
floor,  with  the  seventeenth  table  on  a  platform  in  the  center  circle.  Both 
teams  lined  up  across  the  baseline  and  the  coaches  walked  to  the  center 
circle  table  and  shook  hands.  The  referees  then  strolled  from  the  judges 
table  to  the  center  and  handed  the  coaches  the  sticker  labels  for  identi- 
fication, match-ups  and  table  assignments.  The  teams  then  proceeded 
to  their  respective  benches  for  a  final  word  from  the  coaches  and  to  get 
their  name  tags.  The  ore-like  screaming  from  the  stands  never  ceased 
as  the  players  strode  to  their  assigned  tables  and  stood  until  a  referee 
selected  who  would  be  white  and  who  would  be  black.  It  was  a  very 
specific  and  scientific  process,  decided  by.. .the  flipping  of  a  US  quarter 
dollar  coin.  The  student  contenders  sat  anxiously  awaiting  the  whistle  to 
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begin  the  first  round. 

The  piercing  wail  of  the  whistle  was  barely  audible  above  the 
chants  from  the  stadium  chairs,  but  it  was  loud  enough  for  the  competi- 
tors, who,  as  if  all  controlled  by  the  Force,  leaned  over  their  tables  and 
began  with  a  click  of  the  play  clock.  Some  games  were  over  in  a  matter 
of  minutes,  whether  from  lack  of  skill  or  moving  a  piece  by  mistake, 
while  others  took  hours.  In  each  case,  the  losing  members  left  the  floor 
and  returned  to  their  locker  rooms  to  change  from  their  game  attire 
into  team  sweats  and  to  procure  the  electrolyte  drenched  snack  foods 
and  bring  them  back  to  the  gaming  floor.  Marston,  who  was  playing  a 
pimpled-face  junior  named  Rick  Tamblin,  took  the  game  in  exactly  17 
moves,  with  an  individual  time  of  97  seconds  and  a  total  game  time  of 
23  minutes.  The  final  game  of  the  opening  round  ended  at  11:12  am.  At 
11:35,  play  resumed,  each  team  with  8  players  continuing.  Marston  was 
matched  this  time  with  a  Knight  by  the  name  of  Kyle,  who  was  the  tallest 
competitor  of  the  day  at  a  shade  under  six  and  a  half  feet  tall.  He  was  a 
slender  kid,  must've  weighed  a  bit  below  175,  which  at  his  height  made 
him  appear  anorexic,  like  a  skeleton  with  an  epidermis.  He  was  a  greater 
challenge  and  took  Marston  a  total  of  29  moves  after  starting  first,  barely 
below  the  average  of  57.63  game  moves.  The  game  finished  at  1:18,  and 
Marston's  personal  time  was  44  minutes,  eleven  seconds.  At  2:15,  the 
play  broke  for  lunch,  although  most  of  the  members  had  finished  their 
games  and  begun  eating  before  the  double  lunch  whistle.  3:05  set  play 
in  motion  once  again,  this  time  with  the  remaining  eight  students,  five  of 
the  Knights  in  blue  and  three  Kings  in  black.  These  games  took  longer, 
as  these  were  the  premiere  players  of  the  nation.  Marston  was  surprised 
that  he  had  made  it  this  far  in  the  competition,  as  he  was  the  fifth  best 
on  the  team  and  so  should  have  only  won  one  game,  which  would've  put 
him  losing  in  the  second  round.  Single  elimination  was  built  to  work 
better  for  the  higher  seeds,  but  Marston  found  that  in  this  champion- 
ship, although  the  two  top  seeded  individuals  were  still  in  the  running 
for  the  title,  only  one  number  two,  who  happened  to  be  Marston's  former 
classmate  Robert,  was  still  there,  and  neither  team's  number  three  or  four 
had  advanced.  Marston  beat  his  opponent  soundly,  in  a  total  of  43  game 
moves,  with  a  cumulative  game  time  clocked  at  under  an  hour  and  a  half. 
After  he  had  returned  to  his  team's  bench  to  warm  applause  and  a  drink 
of  something  cold,  he  watched  Robert's  meticulous  moves,  deliberate 
and  precise  for  a  methodic  elimination  of  his  opponent's  pieces.  That 
was  always  Robert's  strategy,  to  get  as  many  of  the  opposition's  game 
pieces  while  protecting  his  own.  Because  of  this,  Robert's  game  lasted 
the  longest  of  the  third  round,  coming  in  at  two  hours,  fourteen  minutes, 
a  mere  minute  before  the  scheduled  5:20  mealtime.  While  the  Knights 
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went  out  to  a  restaurant  for  their  hour  break,  the  Kings  had  a  dinner 
of  toasted  sub  sandwiches  and  chips  in  their  locker  room,  a  strategy 
used  by  their  coaching  staff  to  keep  them  humble,  although,  only  hav- 
ing advanced  three  players  to  the  Knights  five  may  have  been  humbling 
enough.  Worse  yet,  only  Marston  had  advanced  to  the  semi-finals,  leav- 
ing him  as  the  only  one  of  the  team  to  compete  for  a  team  title  as  well  as 
an  individual  trophy. 

6:20  came  too  soon  for  Marston,  evidenced  by  his  Sun  Chips 
crumbs  littering  his  shirt  when  he  sat  down  to  face  his  next  challenger. 
This  was  Knight  seed  #6,  a  boy  whom  Marston  had  never  met  or  read 
about.  Marston  handled  him  pretty  much  like  his  previous  game,  in  a 
total  of  50  game  moves,  his  challenger  beginning  and  himself  having 
the  final  move.  The  game  ended  at  7:40  and  Marston  shook  his  victim's 
hand  with  a  steady  grip,  like  that  of  Captain  Kirk  grabbing  another  sur- 
rendering foe.  He  high-fived  his  fellow  teammates  while  walking  down 
the  bench  to  his  chair  to  get  his  beverage  of  choice.  He  poured  himself 
into  his  chair  like  he  poured  his  cola  into  his  mouth  and  watched  as  the 
top  two  Knights  battled  for  the  seat  that  faced  him  in  the  finals.  At  8:51 
Robert  stood  abruptly  and  gave  a  Klingon  victory  yell.  His  teammate 
opponent  hit  the  table  with  a  Hulk  fist,  scattering  the  pieces  and  send- 
ing the  clock  toward  almost  certain  doom  on  the  gymnasium  floor.  The 
referees  ran  to  the  floor  to  intervene,  although  it  was  more  a  personal 
anguish  table  thump  than  a  violent  one.  As  they  dealt  with  that  situation, 
the  head  referee  motioned  the  coaches  over  to  the  judges  table.  After  a 
brief  discussion,  the  coaches  turned  to  their  respective  teams  and  mo- 
tioned to  the  locker  rooms. 

"Everyone  but  Hef  get  going.  We're  gonna  finish  this  thing  to- 
night but  legally  we  cannot  keep  anyone  here  past  nine  that  is  no  longer 
competing."  The  Kings  groaned  in  unison  and  stood,  yawning  all  the 
way  to  the  lockers. 

The  head  referee  called  Marston  and  Robert  to  the  center  table 
and  announced  them  to  the  crowd  as  they  walked  forward. 

"Our  finalists  this  evening  are  the  Knights'  Robert  James  Fischer 
vs.  The  Kings'  Hugh  Marston  Hef-" 

"-It's  actually  just  Marston,"  Marston  leaned  forward  and  whis- 
pered. 

"Just  Marston  Hefner.  We  shall  begin  in  a  brief  two  minutes. 
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The  snack  bars  are  open,  so  don't  forget  to  replenish  your  fluids  and  suc- 
cumb to  the  rumbling  in  your  starving  stomachs.  Without  further  adieu, 
I  give  you  CCU's  National  Title  Match!"  He  turned  to  the  two  final- 
ists. "All  right  boys,  your  coaches  decided  to  keep  you  here  for  the  final 
game  tonight.  The  game  for  third  place  will  be  completed  before  the 
awards  ceremony  tomorrow,  as  it  is  merely  for  individual  results  and  has 
no  bearing  on  team  placement.  All  the  rules  are  the  same,  Mr.  Fischer, 
you  will  go  first  as  you  are  the  highest  seed.  Other  than  that,  let's  have  a 
great  game." 

The  boys  sat  and  stared  at  one  another,  each  trying  to  recall  the 
other's  weaknesses  and  strategies.  The  whistle  blew  and  Robert  began, 
moving  pawn  b2  to  b4.  Marston  countered  with  an  identical  move,  g7 
to  g5.  Play  continued,  Marston  striking  first  with  a  pawn  v.  pawn  kill, 
and  Robert  answering  with  three  straight  kills,  2  pawns  and  a  rook.  The 
game  continued  for  over  two  hours,  staying  fairly  even  throughout,  nei- 
ther competitor  taking  a  significant  lead.  At  the  first  check,  on  Marston, 
the  fans  that  had  began  packing,  sat  back  down,  knowing  that  the  game 
would  be  over  soon  and  not  wanting  to  miss  the  dramatic  finish  to  one  of 
the  longest  championships  of  all  time.  Marston  responded,  a  move  from 
one  check  to  another.  Finally,  Marston  took  Robert's  queen,  and  the  au- 
dience took  in  what  seemed  like  one  big  breath,  awaiting  the  victory  that 
appeared  nigh  for  the  upstart  4th  seed  from  the  suburbs  of  Chicago. 

As  soon  as  Marston  put  the  queen  into  the  piecebag,  he  knew  he 
had  the  game  won.  He  glanced  up  at  his  opponent  and  saw  the  despair 
etched  across  Robert's  face.   Victory  is  mine,  thought  Marston.  Robert 
tried  to  stay  in  with  one  bishop  and  a  rook,  but  with  four  turns  it  was 
down  to  his  bishop  and  king  against  Marston's  rook  and  two  knights. 
Tears  welled  up  in  Robert's  eyes  as  he  moved  his  bishop  to  take  one 
knight  but  to  move  it  into  the  red  zone  of  the  other  knight,  a  move  that 
Marston  would  surely  utilize  for  the  construction  of  a  three  on  one 
checkmate.  He  sniffed  once,  trying  to  keep  the  fluid  of  defeat  in  his 
nose.  Marston  looked  away  from  the  grid  in  time  to  see  a  lone  tear  fall 
to  the  championship  table.  He  saw  how  horrific  a  loss  would  be  to  his 
old  schoolmate.  He  thought  about  how  it  would  feel  to  take  the  trophy 
and  plaque  home  and  to  see  it  everyday  while  remembering  the  utter 
sadness  on  Robert's  face.  I'm  golden.  I  can't  lose.  But  then  he  thought 
of  how  many  girls  he  would  get  from  winning  the  championship.  A  lot 
of  nerds,  he  thought,  the  type  of  chicks  that  only  a  guy  like  Robert  could 
appreciate.  He  knew  that  as  of  now,  he  could  get  any  girl  he  wanted, 
nerds  and  geeks  included.  While  a  victory  in  the  national  tournament  of 
this  specific  event  may  help  Robert  Fischer  get  the  girls,  it  might  actually 
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hinder  Marston  himself  in  that  area.  If  a  girl  spots  a  trophy  of  a  king 
piece  while  he's  trying  to  romance  her,  it  would  really  put  a  damper  on 
the  mood.  Realizing  this,  Marston  moved  his  rook  into  harms  way  and 
watched  as  Robert  took  it  down  with  his  bishop.  Marston  then  took  out 
the  bishop  with  his  knight,  which  Robert  then  took  with  his  king.  It  was 
a  stalemate.  Co-winners.  As  they  stood  Robert  reached  for  his  hand 
with  the  fervor  of  Smeagal  reaching  for  the  ring.  "Great  game,  Hugh! 
Great  game!" 

"Good  game,  Bobby."  They  decided  that  instead  of  making  co- 
victory  plaques  and  trophies,  Robert  would  get  the  trophy  and  Marston 
would  take  the  plaque. 

A  plaque  is  much  easier  to  hide  than  a  trophy,  and  that  is  just 
what  Marston  did  when  he  returned  home,  because  Marston  didn't  want 
to  pursue  the  game  as  Robert  did.  He  had  his  own  game.. .ladies. 
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Mountains  and  Things 


Jarek  Buss 
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Autumn 

The  leaves  have  all  begun  to  change 

To  yellow,  orange  and  crimson  red. 

There  is  nothing  quite  so  strange 

As  the  melancholy  feeling  when  living  becomes  dead. 

But  this  death  lasts  just  a  season. 

For  after  frost  and  snow  dissipate 

Comes  new  life,  new  growth  and  new  reason. 

It  is  for  Springtime  I  cannot  wait. 


Richard  Fames 
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Wanted:  One  Girlfriend  to  Shape  Me  Up 
Felipe  Martins 

So  why  am  I  looking  for  a  chick?  Well,  first  of  all,  I'm  not  gay 
(Contrary  to  what  some  unnamed  Murdock  may  say)  Secondly,  nearly 
everyone  gets  married  eventually.  While  I  don't  claim  to  be  an  'every- 
body,' I  want  to  be  a  'somebody'  or  at  least  an  'anybody.'  I  definitely 
don't  want  to  be  a  'nobody,'  so  marriage  is  just  the  way  to  go,  like  death 
and  taxes,  only  not  as  fun.  Also,  my  mom  says  I  need  to  get  a  girlfriend 
to  shape  me  up  (hence  the  title).  Something  about  me  being  lazy,  not  pay- 
ing attention,  ignorant,  apathetic  blah,  blah,  blah.  I'm  not  entirely  sure 
what  she  said  exactly  and  I  really  don't  care.  All  I  know  is  that  the  grain 
is  flowing  towards  marriage  and  I  need  to  follow  the  grain  because  I  like 
bread. .  .or  something  like  that.  So,  if  I'm  going  to  have  to  get  a  girlfriend, 
I'm  going  to  make  sure  she  has  these  particular  qualities. 
Prerequisite:  Must  be  female. 

I'm  not  talking  about  those  who  were  born  a  guy  but  are  now  a 
woman.  As  far  as  I'm  concerned,  gender  is  a  lifelong  commitment.  (And 
don't  ask  me  how  I'd  be  able  to  tell  you  were  once  a  guy.  Us  guys  just 
know  when  we're  looking  at  real  chicks  or  not.  It's  a  gift.) 

Prerequisite:  Must  like  mixed  race  people,  like,  let's  say, 
half-black/half- white  people. 

This  one  is  self-explanatory.  I  am  half  and  half,  like  the  cream, 
only  replace  the  milk  with  chocolate.  (Hey,  chocolate  cream.  Someone 
should  jump  on  that  idea.)  So  obviously,  the  woman  I'm  looking  for  must 
be  open  to  mixed-race  people.  So  no  racists,  unless  she  can  stand  to  be 
with  me,  then  it's  ok  to  hate  other  races.  We  could  hate  together.  (For  the 
record,  I'm  not  racist.  I  hate  all  races  equally.)  If  I  have  a  choice  of  the 
race,  I  prefer  White  or  Asian  (or  both,  best  of  both  worlds).  The  reason 
for  this  is  simple.  I  grew  up  in  Utah  and  Idaho,  and  so  I'm  well  acquaint- 
ed with  white  people.  As  for  Asians,  I  love  the  culture  (assuming  you  are 
Japanese  or  Chinese.  Maybe  Korean,  cause  they're  some  mean  Starcraft 
players).  Now,  before  you  haters  try  to  point  out  that  I'm  playing  favorit- 
ism and  am  thus  racist,  keep  in  mind  that  a  lot  of  the  hatred  deep  within 
my  soul  is  directed  towards  Whites  and  Asians.  So  if  I  ever  rule  the 
world,  you  know  who  the  slaves  are  going  to  be. 

Prerequisite:  Must  show  up  on  planned  activities. 

I  can't  stress  how  important  it  is  for  my  girlfriend-to-be  to  actu- 
ally show  up  to  dates  and  the  wedding  (assuming  we  get  that  far.  I  prob- 
ably won't  live  that  long).  It's  bad  enough  I  look  like  an  idiot  (at  least 
without  my  glasses  I  do),  but  I  look  like  a  nerdy  douche  if  I'm  standing 
all  by  myself  (kind  of  like  that  one  song  All  By  Myself),  especially  if 
it's  at  the  wedding. 

Guest:  Sup  Fel?  Where's  your  lady? 
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Me:  She's  parking  the  car,  but  that  was  like  an  hour  ago. 

Guest:  And  there's  no  one  here  besides  me. 

Me:  They're  just  on  Hawaiian  Time. 
*3  hours  later* 

Guest:  Dude,  no  one's  showing  up. 

Me:  Figures. 

Guest:  Sad?  I  mean,  I  would  be  if  the  person  I  was  supposed  to 
marry  ditched  me,  especially  if  she  was  the  one  who  proposed  to  me. 

Me:  Naw,  I'm  used  to  it. 
Yeah,  I  don't  want  that  to  happen.  Not  again. 

Prerequisite:  Must  be  within  4  years  of  my  age  (no  one 
below  18). 

This  one's  more  of  a  4duh.'  Obviously  I  don't  want  to  marry 
some  grandmother.  That's  nasty.  And  I  definitely  don't  want  someone 
underage.  I'm  part  black  and  there  are  some  people  out  there  just  waiting 
for  me  to  screw  up  so  they  can  lock  me  up  and  throw  away  the  key.  My 
friend  may  be  into  young,  succulent  flesh,  but  I  sure  ain't.  [I'm  willing 
to  compromise  with  17  Vi  but  that's  really  pushing  it.  Also,  don't  tell  the 
cops  ;)  ]. 

Prerequisite:  Must  be  ok  with  me  playing  video  games. 
Actually  liking  video  games  would  be  nice  but  not  essential. 

I'm  a  gamer  and  proud  of  it.  When  I  was  a  young  boy  growing 
up  in  the  hood  of  the  Rocky  Mountain  States,  I  used  to  get  beat  up  by 
the  White  Cracker  Gang.  Ok,  that  was  a  lie,  I  got  beat  up  by  the  three 
Green  Brothers  (and  by  Green,  I  mean  that  was  their  last  name,  not  that 
they  had  a  severe  case  of  gangrene,  although  if  they  did  they  certainly 
deserved  it).  Basically,  the  three  brothers,  one  six  years  older  than  me, 
another  four  and  the  last  one  my  age,  used  to  kick  my  [hiney]  cause  I 
was  either  too  black  for  them  or  they  were  jealous  of  my  cute  kindergar- 
ten looks  (seriously,  I  was  actually  cute  at  one  point).  I  managed  to  hold 
my  own  pretty  well,  at  least  against  the  two  youngest.  The  oldest  was 
just  too  much  for  me.  So,  instead  of  risking  going  outside  and  getting 
a  proverbial  butt  kicking,  I  just  stayed  inside  and  played  games  involv- 
ing a  speedy  blue  colored  hedgehog  and  a  plumber  that  had  to  save  a 
princess  from  a  giant  mutant  turtle  and  he  did  this  by  leaping  into  pipes 
and  jumping  on  turtles  and  weird  little  brown  turd  monsters  and  eating 
mushrooms  that  make  you  grow  instead  of  high  and  flowers  that  enable 
you  to  throw  fireballs.  (What  was  Nintendo  on  anyway?)  So,  as  you  can 
see,  video  games  are  a  big  deal  in  my  life,  only  because  they  managed  to 
keep  me  alive  and  off  the  streets. 

Prerequisite:  Must  not  like  Gilmore  Girls,  Reba  or  any- 
thing that  has  to  do  with  Disney  Channel. 

Ok,  maybe  this  should  be  a  preference  rather  than  a  requirement, 
and  I'm  probably  burning  down  a  ton  of  bridges  just  by  saying  so,  but 
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£  out  I  lived  in  a  household  with  two  listers,  and  the)  absolute!) 
love  these  shows  Now  I'm  all  for  decent  chick  shows  and  wholeson 
ok.  maybe  m>t  wholesome,  but  entertaining  tefa  ision,  hut  these  shows 
cli>  n« '  rat  or  entertaining  1*11  explain  wh)  these  shows 

.  me  so  much 

i  rirh     Remcmbci  i  .1  can 

.  c  the  show  for  not  having  an)  general  plot  outside  of 'people  in 

<  »rk  living1  because  t!  and  tunn\ 

Gilmore  Oris  have  none  of  this,  besides  the  same  plot  and  iy; 

York**  with  some  small  town  in  so  ogland  state  (1  forget  which 

and  I'm  too  laz)  to  look  N  up)  I  he  talking  borderlines  on  incomprehen- 
sible .u  which  the)  sa)  thti 
by  the  excessive  amount  of  <  leems  to  drink   Ihechar- 

irdl)  loveaMe  and  seem  a  bit  whmcv  much  like  nnsell  onl\ 

without  the  humor  or  an)  int<  keep  you  hooked  I  he 

•  pail  is  that  the  series  has  n  I  he  onl\  award  I  WOttld 

give  it  WOUld  haw  tualt)  bothered  to  w 

\\  hen  pmeni  tail  while  trash  I  ike  Glim* 

ih  in  humanit) 

\  |ho«  about  I  divorcee  mother  whose  hivih  school 
tcr  L'ets  knocked  up  b\  B  football  pla  inda 

like  a  real  winnei  is  that  the  dude  isn't  fi 

anything  other  than  .  and  live  in  the  same 

■    ■  i  knot  bed  ap 

to  show  the  effect  ol  choices  and  consequences  t:  yet  is  that 

is  band  lives  ium  down  the  K 
thing,  with  some  bimbo  blood  ht  *  ith  and  lhe\  all  regular!) 

thingcffinl  \nd.  in  the  theme  song,  she  t 

i  a  sur\  i\«'  tuff  happen  d  to  her  life 

K  itrina  survivors,  they  don*t  have  anything  on 

I  never  believed  Republicans  whenever  the)  smeared  Holly.*. 

.ist  not  until  I  saw  this  show   I  hen  I  put  m>  full  i 
behind  I  resident  who  happened  to  be  in  a 

verysimila  una,  I'm  counting  to  ban  this  sho 

thing  I  know  (  >h.inu  won't  b.m 

thougl  ng  how  much  h  idiot 

teen  love  this  channel    I  I  KXIl  its  shows  it  labels  them 

despite  the  tact  that  ii  leliver  ham- 

fisted  yonc env)  Helen  Keller  lhaveno 

ilcv  uled  to  ask  a  I  \  -show  c  < 

.»n  w  nh  count  lei  >•!  hunkering  don  d  on  the 

and  watching  endless  tubes  tor  hours.  m\  | 

i  watch  these  sh 

i  k  •    rhen  -  i  ",:  i 

woman  that  wants  to  L'et  with  me  will  ha\e  to  choose 


between  these  [extremely  crappy]  shows  and  me  [awesomeness  personi- 
fied!!]. I'm  willing  to  compromise  though,  just  to  be  fair.  I  will  sacrifice 
any  one  of  the  shows  I  watch  for  you,  minus  The  Daily  Show.  My  love 
for  that  show  will  forever  eclipse  you,  video  games,  and  Angelina  Jolie. 
Yeah,  it's  that  powerful. 

Prerequisite:  Love  me. 

I  guess  that  says  something  about  my  life,  where  I  can  go 
through  an  entire  essay  and  the  last  thing  I  remember  happens  to  be  what 
most  people  would  consider  the  most  important.  Or  maybe  it's  because 
love  is  such  a  vague  concept  it's  hard  to  quantify.  I  mean,  how  can  I  tell 
when  someone  truly  loves  me  and  isn't  just  faking  it?  This  one's  a  duh, 
but  I  actually  forgot  it  until  my  friend  pointed  it  out  to  me  (Is  there  some- 
thing wrong  with  me  or  what?).  Regardless,  this  one  seems  like  a  duh, 
even  though  how  exactly  to  quantify  love  seems  vague  if  not  impossible 
for  me.  If  you're  crazy,  like  me,  you  read  this  entire  paragraph  with  that 
one  song,  "What  is  Love"  playing  in  your  head  the  entire  time  and  think- 
ing of  that  funny  SNL  skit  with  Jim  Carrey. 

If  you're  a  lady  and  you  posses  any  of  these  fine  qualities,  then 
what  are  you  waiting  for?!  First  five  [serious]  applicants  get  a  free  prize! 
I'm  not  sure  how  having  a  girlfriend  will  shape  me  up,  but  I  assume  they 
have  some  magical  powers  that  transform  guys  from  vicious  testosterone 
carrying  beasts  into  cuddly  teddy  bears. 
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I  he  Not-So  I  nciuil\  Skies 
/ 1  c  Bungard 

W  hen  the  pilot  turned  00  the  loudspeaker.  I  short  in  the 

electrical  system  made  the  lights  flicker  ever)  tunc  ighing 

.  hce/mg.  he  mi  uoinmg.  ladies  and  gentlemen 

I  hank  you  tor  tl\  mg  w  ith  us  on  Delta  Airlines,  nonstop  to  1  ..■ 

I  hen  l  heard  mumbling  m  the  background  I  he  pilot  corrected 
himac  me  Nooa( 

(  )ut  the  window.  1  could  see  the  airplane  terminal  rapidU 
approaching    I  I M  I  he  pilot  put  it  in  rcw  \ied 

up  one  ninn  d  then  again  until  we  eame  to  the 

ot  the  airport    I  he  pilot  must  ha  .  turn  from  there,  the 

Ac  weal  up  the  treewa>  tor  a  little 
while    rhci  another  turn    \tter  the  plane  stopped,  the  pilot 

f  the  passengers  had  changi 

the  toll  at  the  turnpike    I  hat  perturbed 

nlo  the  turnpike  :.g  to  drive 

\\  hen  we  tmalK  to.  •  JVCOI  up  into  the  air  a  little  way 

and  then  touched  the  ground  agi  igain   tndtheo 

d  back  do\s  n  ( )n  the  third  I  I  asked  m> 

I e  around 
three  times  when  we  landed 

No   W  hen  we  land.  we  usualK  stop  ^kwA  the  first 
time  "* 

I  was  sitting  in  the  next  to  the  la 
I  figured  the  girl  in  the  seat  behind  me  was  an  (  >l\mpie  athlete  She  must 

the  world  champion  kicker  in  the  airplane  scal-aK 
di\  ision 

d  another  that  she  had  lost  the  m-tlight 
mo\  ic.  but  that  she  had  swung  b>  her  house  and  p  :ne  \  ideos 

that  her  bu  the  thought  one 

ot  them  was  a  N  'graphic  special  and  she  thought  the  other 

put  the  nun  ic  in   \\  hen  the  people  in  the  mo\  le 
:t  their  clothes  |j  Spreading  whipped  .ream  all  OVd 

other,  the  si  d  to  put  the  National  Geographic  special  mto 
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Rachel  Smith 


the  machine  instead.  So  we  spent  the  next  two  hours  learning  everything 
we  never  wanted  to  know  about  the  African  dung  beetle. 

Then  we  hit  some  major  turbulence.  The  pilot  spoke  to  us 
again.  The  lights  flickered  on  and  off.  He  announced  that  we  needed  to 
put  our  seat  belts  back  on.  I  reached  down  on  the  right  side  of  my  seat, 
only  to  discover  that  there  wasn't  a  belt  there.  I  reached  down  to  the 
left  but  there  wasn't  a  safety  belt  there  either.  So  I  reached  behind  me, 
flushed,  and  I  went  back  to  my  seat  in  the  cabin. 

As  I  passed  the  stewardess  station,  I  watched  Mary  Jane  Beth 
Sue  stick  some  pills  in  her  mouth  as  she  screamed,  "We're  all  gonna 
die!"  She  opened  a  small  bottle  of  bourbon  and  drank  it  to  wash  down 
the  pills. 

I  took  my  seat  just  as  the  plane  started  jumping  up  and  down. 
Mary  Jane  Beth  Sue  had  forgotten  to  close  the  overhead  compartments, 
so  all  of  our  carry-on  bags  fell  out. 

The  public  address  system  came  on  again  and  the  lights 
flickered.  "This  is  the  co-pilot  speaking.  The  captain  is  unable  to  address 
you  at  the  moment.  We  are  cruising  at  an  altitude  of  fifty-four  thousand 
feet.  Right  now,  we're  flying  over  Saint  Louis,  Missouri.  We  arc  cruising 
at  an  altitude  of  forty-nine  thousand  feet.  Please  remain  seated  with  your 
seat  belts  fastened.  We  are  cruising  at  an  altitude  of  forty-two  thousand 


feet  Plea  n  to  the  emergency  procedure  instructions  found 

in  the  pocket  of  the  scat  in  front  of  you  If  any  of  you  kni     I    ,;    please 
is  know  and  come  i  igbl  up  t<>  the  cockpit  immediatcl) 
Presently,  we  are  cruising  ai  an  altitude  »»t  thirty-six  thousand  fed     I     i 
be  explained  thai  we  were  still  running  into  some  turbulence  I  could 
sense  that;  all  «»t  the  carry-on  bags  Boated  up  to  the  ceiling  where  the) 
!<u  quite  some  time 

l  turned  around  ami        I  I       lane  Beth  Sue  light  up  and  start 
t»>  smoke  some  i  She  had  three  in  ha  mouth  and  two  up  hei 

ldon*t  think  you're  siippx  ;  that  on  a  flight 

that's  less  than  six  boun  V  i 

she  mappftd  at  me,  "Shut  up  ami  miml  youi  own  business!" 

I  noticed  thai  .ill  of  the  other  stt  bad  put  then  0x3 

masl  omcthing  we  dot  t  know?**  I  asked 

I  be)  responded    Oh,  no.  nonstration 

purposes  OQI)  "' 

'Mine  must  lu\c  happened  to  the  Jtx>r  m  the  front 

of  the  pi. me  because  u  got  reall)  wind)  inside   \  tl»»v k  of  buds  Be*  up 
the  aisle  pasl  nr- 

1  Beth  Su  fch  .1  cup  in  bet 

She  was  drinking  again  1 1 *  *K1  bei  she  wasn*t  suppi 
drinking  mixed  drinks  whil  Imcthatthei 

ilcohol  ui  it  she  said 

Eventually,  the  c  rem  got  the  birdi  out  snd  the)  got  the  door 
shut   1  be  magazines  and  it  bags  came  back  down  from  the 

ceiling  and  one  Of  the  I  It  them  into  the  overhead 

compartments   1  his  time,  she  latched  the  compartments  shut 

1  her  hump        I  '         me  Beth  Sue  over  the  edge  She 

:  filled  it    As  she  held  it  Up  tO  hei  t.ue    I 
that  some  Iten  on  it  in  different  la  One  of  the 

Korean,  m>  mission  language  I  asked  hei  it  I  could  have 

.1  s.»u\enir   She  ea\e  me  one    I  said,  **No   I  meant  .in  cmpt\ 

She  told  me  thai  there  should  be  one  in  mj  1  checked, 

but  there  weren't  an)  in  the  whole  ro*  s"  1  asked  the  gu)  in  the  seal  in 
uldhavchi  He  handed  it  to  me  I  gave  it  back 


to  him  and  said,  "No,  I  needed  one  that  was  empty." 

I  really  wanted  a  barf  bag  with  Korean  written  on  it  as  a 
souvenir,  so  I  turned  to  the  lady  across  the  aisle  from  me  and  I  asked  her 
if  I  could  have  her  barf  bag.  She  said,  "^Como?" 

So  I  repeated  myself  in  Spanish.  "^Baggo  de  la  barfo,  por  favor?" 

She  said,  "<;Como?" 

She  probably  didn't  understand  my  question  because  I  used  the 
feminine  article  la  instead  of  the  masculine  el.  I  said,  "Gag  bag?  Puke 
pocket?  Vomit  vial?  Hurl  holder?"  But  she  didn't  understand.  I  acted 
out  its  use.  I  held  my  hands  up  to  my  face,  as  if  puking  into  a  barf 
bag.  I  went,  "Bleah  .  .  .  harrr  .  .  .  hurrrl."  But  she  looked  at  me  with  an 
expression  that  seemed  to  say,  "^Como?" 

I  tried  again,  but  this  time  I  got  a  little  louder.  "BLEAH  .  .  . 
HARRR  .  .  .  HURRRL."  By  now,  I  was  getting  the  attention  of  other 
passengers  in  the  area.  I  tried  to  communicate  with  the  Spanish  lady 
once  more  and  I  went  all  out  this  time. 

"BLLEEAHH  .  .  .  HHAARRRAARR  .  .  .  HUURRRLLL." 

At  that  point,  the  other  passengers  decided  to  help  me 
communicate  to  the  Spanish  lady  by  putting  their  own  barf  bags  up  to 
their  faces  and  then  they  all  acted  like  they  were  puking.  But  they  were 
much  better  actors  than  I.  They  got  their  faces  to  turn  white,  and  they 
even  got  their  eyes  to  water.  They  were  so  thorough  in  their  little  charade 
that  they  even  folded  down  the  tops  of  the  bags  and  handed  them  to  a 
stewardess  as  she  walked  by  with  a  garbage  can.  The  Spanish  lady  never 
gave  me  her  barf  bag,  but  I  thanked  everyone  for  their  efforts. 

The  flight  went  smoothly  for  a  while  after  that.  But  I  thought 
the  pilot  was  flying  too  close  to  other  planes  in  the  area.  One  plane  we 
passed  looked  like  it  was  only  about  a  mile  away.  Another  plane  looked 
like  it  was  only  about  a  half  of  a  mile  away.  The  third  plane  made  me 
nervous.  One  of  the  passengers  on  the  other  plane  looked  out  of  his 
window  into  mine  and  motioned  to  me  that  1  had  some  spinach  stuck 
between  my  teeth. 

My  flight  ticket  was  round-trip.  Even  so,  to  avoid  the 
inconvenience,  I  just  decided  to  walk  back  to  Florida. 
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Ice  Cream,  My  Love 

Why  do  you  tease  me  the  way  you  do 
You  know  I  can't  help  looking  at  you 
You  come  in  so  many  different  flavors, 
So  many  different  sizes, 
When  I  try  to  pick  one,  it  can't  be  done 

In  a  cup  or  on  a  cone,  from  the  carton  or  on  a  plate 

It  doesn't  matter  how  I  have  you,  you're  amazing,  damn  you're  great 

I  can  have  you  for  breakfast  or  for  dinner, 

Anytime  is  good  for  me  because  you're  such  a  winner 

Whether  your  chocolate  or  vanilla,  have  sprinkles  or  a  swirl 

Trust  me,  time  spent  with  you  is  a  million  times  better  than  with  a  girl 

You  don't  slap,  yell,  kick  or  scream 

You  are  even  better  than  the  sweetest  dream 

When  I  say  I'm  done,  I'm  good,  I  don't  want  anymore 
Your  right  behind  me,  running,  chasing,  knocking  at  my  door 
I  try  and  say  to  myself  that  this  will  be  the  last  time 
But  as  soon  as  I  see  you,  smell  you,  and  then  taste  you 
One  last  time  would  simply  be  a  crime 

I  really  can't  see  the  day  when  I'll  say  I'm  through 

As  long  as  I'm  here  there  will  always  be  a  love  for  you 

In  sickness  or  in  health 

Till  death  do  us  apart 

You'll  have  a  place  here,  deep  within  my  heart 

Kal an  i  Pickard 
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I  be  l  ad)  and  the  Pdd 

i  ar,  draw  Ing  her  ^t  1  tl  1  nu  veil 

Itcfa  hotl\  in  their  throats  She  beat  the 

ground  with  her  feet,  ttamping  it  into  hardened  ruts  and  raising  dust  to 
'ii  the  sloul>  burning  graai  I  be  none  sizzled  with  her  heat  I  be 

I  with  her  brightnesi   Even  the  sun  hung  tat  and  hca\>  in  the 

bleached  sk>.  his  motion,  ponderous  as  Bummer,  mttrhffl  at  his  | .. 

le  marketplace,  uiuier  a  won  awning  that 

stippled  the  throng  wit  a  man  endeavon  incc 

his  listen  ild 

a  la)  on  the  mo  i  Li  clothed  the  sk>.  thin 

ragged  as  the  wind  that  hissed  past  Alda's  shoulders   He  hunched  in  his 
inched  at  his  cheeks  to  bring  the  Mood  hack,  hut  tor  all  his 

t\ed  pale  and  his  lips  ted  with  hk  own  breath 

Snow  dragged  tfl  his  boots,  and  the  wind  circled  again  and  whispered  m 

his  eei    ^ 

I  he  listeners  groaned,  and  the  stor\  teller  allowed  a  thin  smile 
If  stumbled  on.  and  the  W  ind  m- 
d,  howling  that  he  must  turn  back'  Snou  Hew  into  his  mouth,  his 

is  coat  and  stung  his  skin  His  fool  dipped! 

listeners  caught  their  breath    "He  tell."  the  stor\  teller  murmured  into 
their  silence  "He  was  •  the  snow,  or  the 

wind    H  :kenmgsk\  and  thought.  jUSt  tea  moment, 

th.it  it  wai  the  watered  silk  ot  f  aril's  |  a  n.  a  trailing  alct 

1  ng  down  to  his  tace  to  blot  awa\  the  tears  that  tro/e  OH  his  cheeks 
"  I  he  w  ind  seldom  ip  n.  but  w  hen  it  di>cs.  it  w  ill  | 

•\  path,  but  she  was  a 
lor  him  to  join  I  the  light  in  her  hair,  see  her 

laughing  smile,  and  he  reached  up     up     grasping  w  it h  numb  tin: 

•  w  ith  snow -bin  d  M  the  weight  ot  his  tro/en 

limbs  until  he  sti>od  beside  •  teller  shook 

his  head   "I  know  DO  DD  til  docs    I  he\  ma\  ha\e  lauglied.  U>ok- 

ihdls  K  mg  in  the  snow    I  he\  ma\  ha\ 
that  U  tnd  the  mountain  that  the>  would  ne\er  see  agau 

the\  are  together    I  he 

lowed  his  words,  at  least  until  the  listeners 
to  the  world  enough  to  hear  the  clamor  ot  t!  I  he\ 

shook  themselves  o!  the  snow  that  was.  m  fact,  summer  dust,  unbutl 

the/d  drawn  close  against  the  unaginars  chill,  and  trickled 
awa)  to  their  busmen  ■  • -pped  001111  ot  COppei  or  siher  in  the 

wide-brimmed  hat  the  storyteUa  .titer  all 

sail  enough  that  their  hearts  would  be  in  their  boots  all  <\a\.  but  thc\'d  all 


felt  the  pull  of  the  words  on  their  souls.  The  storyteller  had  a  gift,  and  the 
next  time  they  were  sore  of  foot  or  short  of  breath  from  walking  in  this 
god-awful  heat,  they'd  remember  the  thin  man  with  the  broken-feathered 
hat.  Perhaps  next  time,  he'd  be  telling  something  happier. 

The  storyteller  retrieved  his  hat  and  glanced  at  his  earnings.  The 
pile  was  enough.  The  coins  would  buy  a  day's  bread  and  butter,  and  he 
could  put  at  least  a  silver  piece  toward  the  month's  rent.  He  scooped  them 
into  his  purse,  returned  the  hat  to  his  head,  and  brushed  with  little  real 
hope  at  his  dusty  jacket. 

It  wasn't  a  noise  that  made  him  glance  around;  it  was  the  still- 
ness. A  silence  that  begged  him  to  speak  a  simple,  fateful  line  —  a  death 
or  a  doomed  kiss.  It  was  the  sound  of  someone  listening. 

"Lady,"  he  gasped  as  he  spotted  her.  He'd  had  little  to  do  with 
nobles  other  than  clearing  out  of  their  paths,  but  stories  were  thick  with 
them  and  he  had  at  least  the  sense  to  richly  honor  her.  He  bowed  and, 
drawing  his  words  around  him  like  a  cloak,  he  asked,  "Can  a  humble 
word-weaver  do  aught  for  Your  Grace?" 

Grace  was  not  enough  of  a  word;  she  bore  an  air  too  complex 
and  subtle  for  that.  He  tried  not  to  stare  as  he  searched  for  words  to  bet- 
ter suit  her.  'Elegance,'  perhaps,  for  her  smooth  skin  and  chestnut  hair, 
or  'polish,'  for  the  gems  that  banded  her  wrists  and  throat.  'Poise'  for 
her  erect  bearing,  or  'suppleness'  for  the  ease  of  it.  'Allure'  for  the  faint 
smile  curving  her  ruby  lips,  or  'refinement'  for  the  modest  veil  across 
her  eyes.  The  storyteller  swallowed.  She  was  a  true  Lady  then,  a  courtier 
who  kept  company  with  the  King  and  Queen.  She  must  have  walked  all 
the  way  here  from  the  palace;  her  silk  hem  was  crusted  with  the  dust  of 
the  streets.  He  wondered  why.  A  ring  from  her  finger  would  have  bought 
her  a  fine  palfrey.  Or  she  could  do  as  some  of  the  fashionable  ladies  had 
taken  to  doing,  and  have  one  of  her  servants  go  before  her  with  a  broom. 
She  had  servants,  arrayed  behind  her  with  humble  postures  and  down- 
cast eyes.  Why  walk  in  the  dirt  and  soil  a  fine  gown? 

"Only  accept  my  praise,  Sir,"  she  said,  her  voice  was  watered 
silk  brushing  his  cheeks.  So  this  was  how  Alda  felt,  watching  the  winter 
sky... 

"Alas,  that  is  the  one  favor  I  cannot  grant,  unworthy  as  I  am  to 
bear  Your  Grace's  favor."  Never  had  he  wished  more  that  his  jacket  was 
new  and  fine,  his  hat  stiff  and  smart,  his  boots  polished  like  mirrors. 
Why  couldn't  he  at  least  have  found  a  new  feather?  Unkempt  and  patchy 
was  no  way  to  greet  this  Lady,  and  no  matter  that,  he  couldn't  help  it. 

Yet  she  tilted  her  head  and  smiled  all  the  more  kindly.  "Unwor- 
thy? You,  at  whose  word  even  this  scorching  day  is  somber  and  icy?  At 
your  word,  Sir,  I  doubt  not  that  the  moon  herself  would  weep.  Call  not 
yourself  unworthy,  Sir." 

"Then  what  word  will  you  allow  me,  Lady'?  Blessed  to  hear  your 
songbird's  voice,  and  stunned  by  your  gracious  words.  Indeed,  1  would  be 
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blessed  and  stunned  even  to  have  glimpsed  your  face  across  the  market, 
for  the  moon  never  showed  such  beauty."  He  bowed  and  swept  his  hat  off 
again. 

The  Lady  laughed.  "You  are  no  common  flatterer.  A  Poet!"  She 
spoke  the  word  as  a  title,  and  from  the  tiny  bend  of  her  head,  she  saw  it 
as  equal  to  her  own.  "Never  have  I  met  one  with  greater  skill.  What  use 
is  beauty  alongside  your  words?  The  one  pales  and  hides  her  face  from 
the  other."  Indeed  she  did  turn  away,  but  only  to  pluck  a  rosebud  from 
the  basket  her  serving  girl  carried.  She  stepped  quite  near  the  storyteller 
and  tucked  the  flower  into  his  lapel.  Its  scent  and  hers  mingled  in  his 
nose — both  thin,  sweet,  and  nearly  lost  under  the  market  dust,  yet  all  the 
more  precious  for  that.  Then  she  stepped  away. 

"Good  day,  Poet.  I  pray  I  shall  hear  your  words  again."  She  beck- 
oned with  one  finger,  the  sun  glancing  off  of  the  tiny  jewels  that  adorned 
it,  and  her  entourage  assembled  themselves  to  leave.  As  the  storyteller 
had  guessed,  one  stepped  forward  with  a  broom,  but  though  he  swept  a 
clean  path  that  all  the  Lady's  servants  followed,  she  herself  walked  just 
to  the  left,  every  step  raising  a  puff  of  dust. 

"A  Poet,"  the  storyteller  murmured  to  himself,  watching  her  go, 
"and  in  good  company,  my  Lady  is  an  artist."  His  fingers  curled  around 
the  rose.  It  was  deep  burgundy,  dark  and  rich  as  the  best  wine,  and  cool 
against  his  palm.  "A  Poet,"  he  repeated,  and  at  her  word,  he  was. 


It  was  the  office  of  gods  to  answer  prayers,  but  the  duty  of  men 
to  assist — and  when  the  prayer  was  offered  him  so  plaintively,  how  could 
he  deny?  So  the  Poet  asked  himself  as  he  climbed  the  steps  to  the  palace. 
The  Lady  would  hear  his  words  again.  Indeed,  so  would  the  whole 
court,  but  it  was  not  for  them  that  he  came.  Not  for  them  would  he  starve 
himself  to  purchase  a  new  suit  or  hunt  the  bushes  outside  town  for  a  fine, 
jaunty  feather.  Not  for  them  would  he  spend  hours  and  candles  compos- 
ing until  the  words  were  thick  and  sweet  enough  to  feast  upon.  All  was 
for  the  Lady,  his  Lady,  for  she  was  surely  a  Muse  in  earthly  guise,  and 
poetry  the  one  fit  way  to  honor  her. 

He  only  wished  that  he  could  have  come  on  some  other  day 
than  this,  but  his  blood  was  as  common  as  flies  in  summer,  and  he  had 
to  wait  with  others  of  like  rank  for  the  days  the  palace  doors  opened  to 
all.  So  many  performers  jostled  for  position  on  the  royal  floor  that  some 
swooned  with  the  press  and  the  heat.  There  couldn't  be  time  for  all.  His 
many  fine  verses  could  not  properly  be  aired  in  this...  this  menagerie. 

An  acrobat  whirled  across  the  floor  and  was  shown  the  door  after 
only  one  pass.  A  juggler  had  barely  thrown  his  eggs  into  the  air  when  he 
was  likewise  pulled  away.  Here  was  a  storyteller — and  how  they  rushed 
him!  The  words  had  no  chance  to  bloom;  they'd  barely  had  time  to  sprout 
when  the  end  was  called.  The  conjurer  with  his  deck  was  shuffled  away 
to  make  room  for  the  fool,  who  tripped  off  in  favor  of  the  fire-eater. 
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I  be  Rod  combed  through  his  words   I  he)  would  have 

ch0IC(  ipture  more  than  I  moment  ot  the  COUItien1  attention. 

tor  these  nobles  had  grown  up  eating  the  tat  of  life  and  from  mtanes  had 

known  od!)  richc  What  words  to  reach  their  haught)  Ik 

\\  hat  .  ninand  their  nk 

\  lc  ••  111    the  da)  p  i  da  i  .   ind  \^is  the  last  io  step  I 

Ic  do  difference  He  let  silence  bang  onl>  long  enough 
to  dram  breath  and  to<  faces  there,  ai 

man)  veiled  faces     hut  none  he  knew    I  he  grief  of  the  1  a^ 

ed  his  words  as  he  spoke 

"I  nehantmg  bird.  tl\  to  in\  hands. 
I  think  not  lone  ot  other  lands 

I    Wis 

I  he  small  w  ind  . 

e  m\  side. 

I'd  listen  .1  i  ried 

I  here  was  a  Deal 

I  he  nest  I  built  tor  onl>  you 
it  is  tilled  with  summers  dust 
irn  a  songbirds  tl 

I  he  last  a  I  the 

thai  would  usher  him  th.it  he'd  been  allowed 

to  finish  one  poem   It  was  I  I  c  one.  but  it  was  his 

iniss  him.  and  the  sik 

Rifely,  but  io  bim  to  bavi 

thai  ran  to  ins 

lips,  the  beginnil  •  he  loved  well   Before  he  had  spoken 

than  a  moment,  though,  an  impatient  (  >>tt  the  marble    I  he 

•  the  riH>m 
!,  s.u  w  ith  her  eheek  resting  on  her  hand,  but  her 
m  readable  behind  a  Vtil,  turned  toward  the  King   He  in  turn 

watch*  who  felt  that  he  had  shrunk  at  the  King's  tool 

dots 

I  a  ii  given  to  understand  thai  N 

tellei  we  will  ca 
I  be  P  me^J  ,m 

misi  Is  hail  ne\er  tailed  him  before     an>  words    I  hey  had 

pull  him  out  of  this  pit  now    \\c  needed  a  poem,  the  K 


a  poem.  And  flattery.  Nobles  always  wanted  flattery,  and  his  Lady  had 
complimented  him  on  it.  "If  a  rose  had  my  lady  Queen's  grace — " 

The  Queen  groaned  and  shook  her  head  once;  the  courtiers 
tittered  as  the  King  raised  a  finger.  A  guard  stood  already  at  the  Poet's 
elbow  and  pointed  him  firmly  toward  the  door.  At  least  he'd  been  given 
the  choice  to  walk  rather  than  be  dragged.  The  Poet  stumbled  on  the 
threshold  and  a  laugh  followed  him  down  the  hall  before  the  door  swung 
shut. 

He  might  have  kept  his  eyes  on  his  boots  (shining  now,  though 
still  thin  and  old  on  close  inspection)  all  the  way  out  of  the  palace  and 
through  the  streets  to  a  tavern  where  hopefully  someone  would  knife 
him  in  a  brawl.  But  just  before  his  boots  hung  the  hem  of  a  skirt,  and  as 
his  head  came  up  with  apologies  ready  on  his  tongue,  an  unmistakable 
voice  silenced  his. 

"Let  me  here  the  rest  of  it,"  the  Lady  said.  There  was  no  smile  on 
her  lips  now. 

"The  rest  of  the. . .  the. . ."  Words  were  traitors  today;  his  tongue 
lay  heavy  in  his  mouth.  He  tried  to  step  away  from  the  Lady — he  stood 
far  too  near — but  she  followed  him. 

"The  poem,  Poet.  'If  a  rose  had  my  lady  Queen's  grace. . .'" 

He  shook  his  head.  "If  a  rose  had  my  lady  Queen's  grace. . ."  He 
closed  his  eyes,  the  only  way  he  could  think  to  stop  himself  from  trying 
to  stare  through  her  veil,  and  surrendered  to  the  flow  of  words. 

"If  a  rose  had  my  lady  Queen's  grace, 

All  the  flowers  would  weep. 

If  night  mirrored  her  gentle  face, 

The  stars  would  never  sleep." 

The  Lady  waited  for  his  next  line,  then  whispered,  "That's  all?" 

"Well,  I  stopped  composing  when  they  gave  me  the  boot."  His 
lips  twisted  when  he  heard  himself.  'The  boot'  was  even  thinner  with 
age  than  those  on  his  feet.  It  was  a  poor  phrase  that  had  seen  too  much 
use;  even  telling  stories  in  the  street,  he  would  never  have  let  that  slip 
from  his  tongue. 

The  Lady  chuckled  at  his  expression — and  what  a  fool  he  must 
look,  grimacing  at  the  back  of  his  eyelids.  "The  Queen  hates  roses," 
she  said,  and  that  was  enough  to  tear  his  eyes  open  just  to  regard  her  in 
astonishment.  She  smiled,  tilting  her  head.  "You  don't  believe  me."  The 
prospect  didn't  seem  to  disturb  her — but  he  was  sure  it  must,  or  she'd 
never  have  said  it  aloud. 

"I  believe  you,"  he  said,  and  only  a  career  of  turning  phrases  into 
coppers  kept  the  words  from  tripping  over  each  other  in  their  haste.  "I 
just  don't  understand." 

"She  says  she  finds  them  tiresome,  overused  and  overvalued. 
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I  thmk  she  is  plump  enough  to  reseufl  being  «w—f — h  iq  nything 
mi  vohimim  tun    I  k  ■ 

ot  hurt  this  tunc,  and  the  Poet  stilled  his  laughter 

'  >t  all  the  things  to  gh  I 

I  he  door  at  the  cod  of  the  et  whirled 

and  si  hut  the  bard  w  I  paid 

neither  of  them  an)  mind;  he  was '  md  plucking 

discoidl  from  the  strings  ot  his  mandolin   I  he  Poet  watched  him  awa) 
in  sympathy,  then,  recalling  bis  company,  hastil)  returned  his  eyei  to  the 

dc  tilted  downward  and  no  smile  on 

her  lip  :  10  her  side,  wishing  her  eyes  weren't  \eiled      was  she 

a  ith  hun  !  It  didn't  seem  right  10  be  found  standing  so  near  a  lady, 
but  perhaps  he'd  hurt  her  b\  mm 

Bached  tor  her  hand,  which 
:  hmpK  in  his.  as  his  mind  skitu  -         .  he 

knew  a  smile 

ad  m>  I  id  lie  murmured. 

"All  the  Bowers  would  wei 

it  mirrored  her  geutk 
I  hi  vi  ne\er  sleep 

H  her  laughfl 

All  men  would  turn  to  tm>ls. 

I  ."Is  " 

v l lvl  laugfa  then,  once,  and  turned  blS   She  leaned 

U  he  COUld 

.^hes  behind  the  \eil    I  he  onl>  thing  that  COttld  distraet  hun  from 

i  "  I  he  beginning  is  predictable 

died  the  words,  ihe  Sp  ..  and  so  low  that  he  hail  to  bend 

still  M  ith  brushed  his  skin  with  e\er\  Wi 

mean  anything  any  loogn  Hut 

ike  ;i    Hi  d  air  it 

his  mouth,  made  him  swallow 

.owed  again  to  Btill  the  tremor  in  his 
lit  should  please  the  recipient  " 

:   and  her  smile  i  .c  trick  ot 

her  [>  ISC  with  veiled  e\es  hei  smiles  varied  onl\ 

e  it  to  me  half-finisho  3    -•  withdrew  hei 

hand  from  his     I  should  think  not   (  ome  tomorrow  morning,  when  I 
walk  in  the  market  "  \nd  she  turned  and  slipped  through  t* 

leaving  him  to  stare  alter  her  m  disbelief 
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I  he  Pocl  wasn't  sure,  the  next  morning,  whether  he  hadn't 
dreamed  the  I  .ui\  'a  im  nation,  hut  even  the  hope  oi  a  sliver  o4  i  dream 
would  have  brought  him  to  the  market  at  tnst  light 

His  fine  suit  wa  he  could  make  it    He  wished  he 

had  anotbei  I  nc  ihc  hadn*t  icen  him  in  nisi  the  <\>i\  before,  but 

unless  he  wanted  to  appeal  before  ha  in  rags  and  patches  like  the  tnst 

time  they'd  met.  he  had  no  Choice    In  one  hand  he  held 

full-blown  petal  .t  perfect  brilliant  carmine,  without  a  tingle  blemish 
Ground  its  stem  be'd  tied  a ribbon  «>t  Ihc  same  shade,  lo  hold  a  slip  oi 
parchment  be'd  spent  the  entire  night  perfecting 

\\  ith  his  tree  hand  he  adjusted  his  era\at.  then  his  hat.  then  his 
tu.ilk.  thoil  tlized  he  COUld  Onh)  make  his  appt 

i  .1  thrust  ins  hand  behind  his  back 
where  it  could  make  no  trouble   T  he  sun  climbed  to  its  Doooda)  heights 

a  .ilkevl  the  mam  market  street  tour  limes  u  ithout  e\en  a  glimpse  Ot 
silk  skirts  or  llldd)  hair 

it  a  dream  indeed  '  \\  hat  a  tool 
pilC  even  lO  gaiC  00  her.  let  alone  tO  see  past  her  \eil 

ii     I  ppecL  shook  hmiselt  where  had  thai  thought  come  from? 

:iohleu«»man  s  husband  WOUld  e\er  see  het  e\es    |  hen 

.mother  bV  behind  that  thought  and,  cringing,  he  let  it  tall 

surch  she  had  a  hushaiul  alreads    She  was  beautiful,  v.  loser,  iwed 

•  <t  married 
i  do  man  worthy  of  ha     and  if  so,  where  had  /h  found 

the  hope  that  she  might  turn  her  e\e  to  him  '  His  \sords  mighl  please 
her      he  would  stnse  tor  perfection  in  them  tor  her  take      hut  the\  WCfC 
the  onl\  s  irtue  he  possessed  that  mighl  CatCfl  her  taiKs 

Vet  even  to  sit  at  her  feet  and  spin  WOfds  tor  her  was  a  call  i 
lh  me  than  he  COUld  ha\e  dreamed      so  he  started  OttCC  IDOn 
the  market  road    ;  in)  stall  he  thought  might  interest  her 

vd 

W  hen  she  tame  m  the  heat  of  the  afternoon,  he  \sondered  boss 
he  eser  COttJd  have  thought  he  Blight  miss  her.  she  \sore  a  eardmal 

embroidered  •  ith  coppei  threads,  and  walked  in  .<  pro,         i  .  .1 

!  ahhandglor)   \s  before,  she  shunned  the 

clean-swept  path  set  before  hei  and  walked  willing))  in  the  dust 

I  "in  beneath  her  hem  with  ever)  Hep 

town  the  market  street  he  couldn't  haw  mistaken  the 
he  all  hut  ran  to  meet  her 

ii  r  smile  and  delighted  a  made  his  knees  weak*  but 

pt  ot!  his  hal  10  her  w  ith  as  miu  h  vr.K  e  as  he  COUld  muster. 

irK  ruined  the  ilispi. i .  » when  she  dropped  him  a  curts) 

i.d  depth    "I  waited  all  the  moming  tor  you,  Poet,  ami  VOU  Wl 

here  the  whole  »'' 


He  blanched  at  the  reproof  and  hurried  to  grasp  her  hand.  "Then  I  mis- 
took your  meaning,  my  Lady;  I  was  all  the  morning  searching  for  you." 

She  shook  her  head  and  snatched  her  hand  away.  "I  fear  I  shall 
be  very  cross  with  you,  then,  Poet.  I  said  quite  clearly  that  you  were  to 
meet  me  at  the  palace  gates." 

Confusion  swept  across  his  face,  but  apologies  bubbled  to  his 
lips.  He  remembered  no  such  words,  but  his  Lady  was  no  liar...  "The 
fault  is  mine.  Please  forgive  me?  I've  brought  you  your  gift."  He  offered 
the  rose,  only  a  little  wilted  from  the  day's  heat,  and  smiled  in  bliss  when 
she  took  it,  though  he  perceived  how  careful  she  was  not  to  let  even  the 
tip  of  a  cerise  fingernail  touch  him. 

She  untied  the  silk  ribbon  and  dropped  it  to  the  earth;  the  flower 
followed,  scattering  petals  in  the  dust,  as  she  unrolled  the  slip  of  parch- 
ment. It  was  written  over  with  a  careful,  thin  script,  and  she  read  aloud, 
her  voice  bringing  the  words  to  full  perfection. 

"If  an  arrow  had  my  Lady's  grace, 

The  hunted  stag  would  leap 

Before  the  divine  hunter's  face 

To  enter  endless  sleep. 

If  gems  were  rich  as  her  laughter, 

All  men  would  turn  to  fools; 

So  fool  me,  I  follow  after, 

Collecting  airy  jewels." 

The  Lady  rolled  the  paper  again  and  turned  her  face  to  his.  "But 
you  write  as  though  in  pain,  Poet,"  she  said.  "As  though  I  had  injured 
you."  A  tear  slipped  from  beneath  her  veil  and  coursed  down  her  face. 

"You  pierce  my  heart,  Lady,"  he  told  her.  "A  man  who  would 
not  treasure  such  pain  is  no  man  at  all."  He  reached  to  trace  the  path  of 
the  tear,  but  she  caught  his  hand  and  leaned  nearer;  so,  emboldened,  he 
brushed  her  tear  away  with  his  lips,  and  felt  her  soft  cheek  warm  with 
her  blush.  "Poet!"  she  gasped,  and  with  her  other  hand  pressed  the  back 
of  his  head,  so  that  he  bent  nearer  and  his  second  kiss  touched  her  jaw. 
"Poet..."  she  warned,  with  her  fingers  tangling  in  his  hair.  He  could  not 
withdraw  except  by  force,  and  his  face  now  held  level  with  the  smooth 
curve  of  her  neck.  She  made  no  move  to  release  him,  in  fact  she  did  not 
move  at  all;  it  seemed  to  him  she  waited.  Her  perfume  teased  at  his  nose, 
muddling  his  already-confused  thoughts.  Every  gesture  invited  him,  yet 
her  voice  protested...  but  her  sigh  caressing  his  check  decided  him,  and 
he  leaned  a  fraction  of  an  inch  nearer  to  press  his  lips  to  her  throat. 

"Poet,"  she  rebuked,  and  her  grasp  tightened  painfully  both  oil 
his  hand  and  his  hair,  and  still  she  held  him  a  hair's  breadth  from  her 
own  skin.  His  mind  swam. 

"I'm  sorry,  my  Lady,"  he  whispered.  "I...  what  would  you  have 
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me  do 

QOl  kiss  inc."  she  told  hnn.  and  Ik  Aencd  enough 

tor  him  to  watch  her  tacc   It  WM  lUishcct.  and  her  lipi  were  tighlk 

I  her  band  lllpped  from  his  bail  to  caress  his  cheek,  and  she 
smiled,  sternness  slipping  from  her  manner  as  it  it  had  DCVCI  beer, 
mustn't  kiss  mc."  she  :.  hter  in  her  I 

ne\er 

He  ^fuH>k  his  head  ftlowt) 
her  VOIOC  and  her  manner  challenged  h 
the  plea  was  in  her  laughter  at  her  own  words,  ifl  the  wa>  she  held  hnn  so 

exquisite!)  close,  in  the  d  tilt  of  her  head 

"I  uoi  If  me  \er>  |] 

n  that  moment  she  Wl  on  her  lips,  her 

fingernails  pinching  his  hand 

*Ti;  even  bappk  ;»»l- 

d  another  across  his  tongue   "111  bring  another 

.  Ja\      the  most  mar  .  -" 

.it  her 

•   her  hand  in  both  ot  his    "\\  hat- 
.\  tell  me  Hid  >ou'll  ha\e  it  *' 

I  he  Lady  smiled   'Dos..  -     metched  upon  bet 

Ins.  aik\  Ik  ppevl  to  a  purr 

1  I 

m>  Lady.** 

•  1  their  lips  would  inc. 
either  even  tremk  her  smile  with  the  nearness 

But  this  was  surd)  what  she  wanted?  For  him  to  tx  nevei 

t  he  bled  with  the  pain  o!  it.  he  would  grant  his  I  ad\  *s  wish 

Small 

I  him.  and  t  her  lips 

is   "(  >nl\  a  t r ii  will 

ild  make  the  'ied. 

and  pulled  awa\  at  the  moment  his  sell-control  broke  and  he  leaiu 
kiss  her    I  hank  the  ginis.  she  would  nc  hnn  then 

where  will  and  in  00I3 

even  tl  at,  and  be 

banded  her  a  satchel  ol  silk  ..  She  turned  t 

and  emptied  all  into  his  palm   Me  blanched  at  the  pile  ol  coins  he  held. 

all  gt> ..  :\e  them  b.u  k    "\,. .  j"  VOOldhlVC 

thank  me'"  She  turned  he: 

manded 

I  he  heat  ol  the  sun  and  t:  'ell  back 

00  him  and  made  him  reel  as  the  I  m\\  and  her  M  'he 


palace.  He  knew  his  suit  was  ragged  beside  her  finery,  but  it  pained  him 
to  know  how  she  tired  of  looking  on  it.  His  Lady  must  weep  every  time 
she  was  forced  to  touch  filthy  gold. 

Whispers,  too,  now  reached  his  ears;  excluded  from  the  world 
where  his  Lady  reigned  over  his  senses,  they  descended  with  full  force. 
The  hisses  were  indistinct,  but  he  knew  the  content.  How  often  had  he 
woven  his  own  stories  from  such?  An  unknown  poet  had  seduced  a  lady 
of  the  court.  He  had  few  visible  charms.. .perhaps  he  worked  some  devil- 
ment on  her.  Perhaps  he  was  a  prince  in  disguise.  Perhaps  he  had  bought 
her  attentions — the  pile  of  coins  might  well  be  her  rejection.  Perhaps, 
perhaps,  perhaps.  One  or  two  old  wives  approached  to  question  him,  but 
he  shook  them  off. 

Where  to  go  now?  He  must  fulfill  her  wishes  first  and  foremost; 
he  needed  fine  silks  and  rich  jewels,  and  a  gift  more  splendid  than  any 
woman  had  ever  received. 

The  clothing  was  easy  enough.  Was  he  not  standing  in  the 
middle  of  the  market?  He  made  his  way  to  the  best  tailor  he  knew,  who 
gawked  at  the  pile  of  coins  offered  him  and  swore  he  would  array  the 
Poet  like  a  lord  before  sunset.  Next  he  visited  a  jeweler,  whose  man- 
ner turned  obsequious  at  the  first  gold  coin  that  entered  his  hand  and 
positively  generous  at  those  that  followed.  When  the  Poet  left,  he  wore  a 
ruby  ring  on  his  forefinger,  and  a  garnet  the  size  of  a  quail's  egg  topped 
the  fall  of  lace  at  his  throat.  The  flaming  sun,  sitting  just  atop  the  hills, 
saw  him  in  his  finery:  silk  and  velvet  as  pure  as  snow,  lace  as  delicate  as 
cobwebs,  and  in  the  band  of  his  new  hat,  a  quill  so  pale  and  glorious  that 
it  might  have  written  the  decrees  of  Fate. 

There  was  no  more  coin  to  spend.  But  gold  couldn't  buy  a  gift 
that  would  please  his  Lady;  she  was  too  heavenly  a  creature  to  love  such 
lucre.  There  were  gems  that  held  the  light  of  the  moon,  and  flowers  that 
bloomed  once  in  a  thousand  years,  and  birds  that  sang  with  the  voices  of 
angels;  but  all  belonged  to  kings  in  far  lands,  and  none  was  rare  enough 
to  honor  his  Lady. 

He  paced  his  little  room  as  he  thought.  He  had  neither  the  time 
nor  the  means  to  obtain  the  gift  he'd  promised,  even  if  he  knew  what  it 
was  or  where  it  lay.  He  must  give  her  something  he  possessed  already — 
and  what  was  that?  His  room  was  bare  but  for  his  poor  living — a  pau- 
per's clothes,  a  straw  bed,  scraps  of  parchment  and  burnt-out  candles. 

Parchment  and  candles.  Could  words  ever  suffice?  But  they 
bound  the  world  to  reason  and  made  the  human  heart  soar;  they  had 
brought  the  Lady  to  him  in  the  first  place.  Surely  they  could  capture  her 
heart  and  bind  it  to  his. 

He  threw  his  hat  and  coat  across  his  bed  and  rolled  back  his  lacy 
sleeves,  pausing  only  to  retrieve  his  new  quill.  Surely  Fate's  power  re- 
mained in  it;  now  that  skill  must  serve  him.  He  sharpened  the  point,  laid 
out  fresh  parchment,  and  dipped  into  his  ink  bottle. 
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I  idy,*1  be  began,  and  discarded  it  immediate!) 
"It  I  ma>  aspire  ti>  lo\c."  followed,  and  was  quickK  senhhled 
out 

md  moon  sttvei  .on  from 

the  V 

\\  here  were  his  words  '  Would  the>  not  ser\e  him  now.  when 
inguish  w :  :ie  table  n.  I 

parehment  and  spilled  ink 

Yd  b\  moniillg*!  light,  he  sUhkI.  gidd)  and  unstable  with  two 
nights'  sleeplessness,  and  elutehed  his  poem  to  bil 

;ule.  made  distinet  Irom  his  suit  onl>  b\  the  wears  shadows  that 

smudged  his  sku    •  meni  as  he  straightened  his  clothing  was  by 

turns  heas  \  and  sharp   Hut  Ins  wear\  Kk1\  eould  not  hold  back  his  flying 
spirits,  because  bl 

be  would  quick l>  go  when 

Ofl  and  tound  himsell  starmk!  at  the  ndf 
pale  DO  in  dark  h\er\  held  the  beast's  head,  and  grinned  when 

"The  Lad)  h  t  She  Myi  it  it  time.** 

I  he  IN nrt  DOtM  his  hands  the  number  ol 

times  he  1  M  that  made  no  dlfl  ant 

kept  t:  I  led  the  wa>    \\  hispcrs  followed  them  up  the  long  road 

10  the  palace,  but  neither  did  that  matter.  onl>  his  |  •  him. 

did  DOt  Itai  the  entrance  hall,  the 

i  led  him  through  a  maze  ot  rick  ■  t»»  a  mahogany  door 

:\\  with  roses   In  his  ball  ined 

tld  smell  them.  1  and 

tine 

'An  pale  M  veil 

a  misi  .  m  her 

"Youi  gift,  ft) 

He  IWUng  the  d  behind  him.  the\  were  alone  in  the 

chamber    I  he  1  rowt)      her  \eil.  it  seemed,  was 

thin  enough  to  show  him  so  much      but  perhaps  that  was  onl>  his  weary 

mind  fooling  him  He 

Bowing  with  all  the  love  h  aid  hold 

.  the  sun  to  walk  OH  earth 
I  hus  m\  ;  <k\\ 

In  the  m*-  rth  " 


The  Lady  leaned  forward  as  the  Poet  knelt  at  the  foot  of  her  chair. 

"But  veiled  she  walks,  and  I  am  torn 

Between  desire  and  despair: 

To  see  those  eyes,  from  fire  born, 

And  find,  perhaps,  indifference  there." 

She  did  not  move  as  he  brought  his  hands  to  trace  her  cheeks,  up 
to  her  temples  where  her  veil  was  fastened. 

"My  fingers  shake,  my  faint  heart  trembles 

As  I  reach  to  lift  the  veil. 

The  clouds  that  this  cloth  so  resembles 

Dwell  in  my  face  to  make  me  pale." 

Only  his  lips  moved  now,  and  his  eyes  pleaded  for  her  acceptance. 

"Speak  but  a  word  and  I  will  halt, 

For  to  your  word  I  remain  true; 

I'll  season  the  earth  with  my  tears'  salt 

Or  else  I'll  give  myself  to  you." 

Silence  fell,  and  stillness;  neither  the  Poet  nor  the  Lady  moved. 
Neither  breathed,  until  the  Lady  smiled  softly. 

"Yourself,  Poet?  This  is  your  gift?  How  fine  and  fair...  a  silver 
tongue  and  a  Poet's  heart.  What  more  could  I  ask?" 

The  Poet  drew  a  shaky  breath,  and  tugged  at  the  ties  that  held  the 
veil. 

The  Lady's  scream  seemed  to  bring  the  walls  down,  but  it  was 
only  the  crash  of  the  door  flying  open,  the  delicate  roses  splintering 
against  the  stone  wall.  Her  servants  tore  the  Poet  to  his  feet  and  away  from 
his  Lady,  who  stood  with  her  hands  across  her  face,  sobbing  wildly.  Still 
he  clutched  the  veil  in  his  hand,  as  they  dragged  him  down  cold  halls. 

He  would  die  for  this,  for  daring  to  unveil  a  lady,  and  it  would  be 
welcome.  Given  a  chance,  he'd  have  died  by  his  own  hand  and  spared  the 
executioner  unnecessary  wear  on  his  axe. 

If  the  Poet  lived  to  the  age  of  the  gods,  he  would  never  forget  the 
sight  of  her  eyes. 


When  he  was  long  gone,  and  the  room  emptied,  the  Lady  stood 
alone  with  her  hands  at  her  sides  and  her  face  bare.  A  smile  graced  her 
crimson  lips,  but  ice  glinted  in  her  eyes  as  she  spoke  to  the  heavy  summer 
air. 

"What  more  could  I  ask?  Everything,  Poet.  Everything."  Her  mur- 
murs turned  to  shrieks  of  laughter.  "Everything!" 
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The  Edge 

To  cross  the  line, 
To  step  over  the  edge 
Into  darkness 
Is  to  find  yourself 
Face  to  face  with 
yourself. 
Lift  your  foot, 
Shift  your  weight  forward, 
and  pray 

That  you  will  either 
Set  foot  on  firm  ground 
Or  be  given 
Wings. 

Jennie  Allred 
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\\  isdom  Comes  w  uh  Years 

ihorn 

bd  ashamed  now.  thinking  about  the  wa>  I  treated  her.  the 
nil  laugll  at  her  odd  beha\  lor  I  or  so:  .  hen  1  was  . 

mil:  up  it  was  eas>  to  love  everyone  else's  grandma,  Hut  mine  was  dif- 
dma  was  not  adorable,  the  wa)  others  are.  when  the> 
clutch  their  significant  otha  lit.  she  had 

no  significam  other,  she  was  divorced  in  her  prune  from  an  unfaithful 
husband  I  •  I  don't  know  why  (distanced 

myself  from  her.  \Ui\  I  ne\er  realized  that  she  was  loneU  and  wanted 

!  \s  ith 
her,  m\  own  hliHH.1  re  kflU 

\1>  tirst  memoi  ire  distant  i  five 

ime  to  \  iMt  periodical!)  I  loved  when  she  came, 

i  the  mainland  Our  tamiK  alwa\s  parked 
H  in  the  small  airport  I  irandma  at 

the  bx'1  er  with  her  hie  white 

4  m>  siblings  and  I  WCIC  enveloped  in 

i  iments  I  hen  wt 

her  luciMtv  jage.  tr\  U 

CO  remember  the 

she  used  to  give  i  loo  well  the  year  she  didn't  bring 

gifts.  1  was  infui 

-.  •    G 
cd  into  a  woman,  that  laugh 
it  was  a  pleasant  warming  laugh  and 

had  that  a 

then 

to  \  isit  she  sta\ed  in  m\  (OOffl 

•  that  mistal  I  irandma  snores  like  a 

ipled  with  I  am  a  light  sleeper.  I  ne\er 

could  tall  asleep  when  I  slept  m  t:  :n  with  her  I  ar  plugs  didn't 

tayed  m  m\  11)000 
I  made  the  mistal  from  her  p 

while  she  was  ileeptl  inder  the  bed   \\  hile 

her  wallet  mil  and  ( irandma  woke  Up 

I  was,  lying  in  an  awkward  position;  1  I      adma 

lied  I  looked  around 
and  found 

d  quiekK  grabbed  the  SClSSOn  and  left  the  rOOfO 

to  that  embarrassing  situation  I  have  no  due  whjj 
I  didn't  just  ask  her  fin  i  iswithhei 

• 


she  acted  like  she  was  a  secret  bank  robber  the  way  she  dealt  with  her 
money.  All  of  us  appreciated  it,  except  my  mother.  I  remember  the  com- 
petition at  restaurants  as  Grandma  and  mom  wrestled  to  pay  the  check, 
arguing  back  and  forth. 

"I'll  get  it  Mom!!!" 

"NO,  NO,  I  want  to  treat;' 

"You  treated  us  all  last  time,  Mom!" 

It  is  a  little  silly  how  it  became  a  topic  of  conflict. 

Even  from  a  young  age  I  couldn't  do  anything  right  with 
Grandma  Harrison.  One  year  both  Grandmas  visited  for  Christmas.  I 
bought  two  gifts  for  the  Grandmas:  a  pair  of  flower  earrings  and  a  wind 
chime.  I  randomly  decided  to  give  Grandma  Church  the  wind  chime  and 
Grandma  Harrison  the  pair  of  flower  earrings.  Big  mistake.  Apparently, 
Grandma  Harrison  was  an  avid  wind  chime  collector  and  her  huge  back 
porch  was  packed  with  every  different  type  of  wind  chime.  Grandma 
Harrison  opened  her  present  and  politely  thanked  me.  Then  she  watched 
as  Grandma  Church  opened  the  wind  chime.  Perhaps  I  am  making  it  up, 
but  it  seemed  to  me  that  her  eyes  glossed  over  in  jealousy  as  Grandma 
Church  opened  her  gift.  After  the  festivities,  Grandma  Harrison  made 
the  comment  to  Grandma  Church,  "That  is  a  really  nice  gift  from  Keola. 
I  would  have  loved  to  get  a  wind  chime,  I  collect  them." 

Let  me  ask  you  a  question,  what's  with  the  pouf?  I  have  never, 
and  will  never,  understand  old  women's  obsession  with  poufy  hair.  I 
mean  if  you're  going  for  the- 1  just  got  electrified-  look  it  would  make 
sense,  but  besides  that,  it  just  doesn't  work.  I  mean,  it  requires  mainte- 
nance at  the  hair  salon,  it's  just  weird,  and  did  I  mention,  IT  DOESN'T 
LOOK  GOOD!  Despite  my  opinion  of  it,  Grandma's  hair  has  always 
and  will  always  look  like  that.  I  don't  have  a  memory  of  her  without  it. 
In  fact,  Grandma  wouldn't  be  Grandma  without  the  pouf.  I  think  in  the 
eternities  she  will  still  have  that  holy  white  pouf.  When  I  think  about  it, 
despite  my  lack  of  appreciation  for  its  shape,  the  color  was  something  to 
be  marveled  at.  I  remember  people  telling  me  how  beautiful  Grandma's 
white  hair  was.  "The  color  is  so  even,  so  distinguished.  I  hope  I  have  hair 
that  color  when  I  am  older."  In  some  way  Grandma's  hair  has  become 
her  icon. 

A  few  years  later,  during  Christmas  break,  Grandma  Harrison 
visited  alone.  I  was  in  the  middle  of  seventh  grade  at  Hilo  Intermediate, 
a.k.a.  hell.  Every  day  was  torture.  I  was  picked  on  quite  often,  being 
haole,  I  tried  hard  in  school-  making  mc  uncool,  and  to  add  to  that  I  was 
new.  I  was  severely  alone.  I  remember  hiding  in  my  closet  some  morn- 
ings so  that  my  parents  couldn't  find  mc  and  would  consequently  leave 
me  home.  Grandma  observed  my  behavior  and  situation  and  offered  me 
the  opportunity  to  come  up  to  Taylor  Arizona  and  live  with  her.  1  did 
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onsiderhei  usl)  until  m>  older  sisi  to  come 

w  uh  mc.  tod  then  m>  oldei  brother  did  too  Before  you  knew  n.  all  three 
on  children  were  ofl  on  i  plane,  leaving  Paradise  to  the 

anticipated  n  being  It  was  north- 

:/ona.  in  Januar\    II  WAS  COLD!  (  Nil  uncle  picked  us  up  from 
the  airport  and  took  us  shopping  to  arm  us  with  the  appropriate  winter 

I  0T  the  first  time  that  I  can  remember.  I  boueht  a  hie  winter  01 
snow  elo\cs  and  a  Karl    Weren't  WC  m  Arizona  '  Just  before  we  lctl  fol 
.•  John  handed  each  Of  us.  m\  brother,  sister,  and 
I.  a  hundred  dollar  hill    Wc  Stated  at  him  wide-eyed,  ne\cr  having  been 
given  such  a  la:  all  need  it.  trust  me'"  I  didnt 

know  what  he  meant  then,  hut  I  sihmi  would 

to  Show  1 

a  tow  :  imped  out  of  the  car  at  the 

d  played  in  the  outside  mow-covered  bend  i 

tables    I  he  clothes  we  had  r.  iin  were  mueh  ap| 

I  small  Mormon  tOU  n.  unlike  an\  thn  I  w  n- 

ncsscd  in  m\  life    \t  school,  the  n  is  were  white    I  here 

bown  prejudice  b\  the  white  kids 
rew  up  in  a  state  where  I.  a  white  eirl.  was  the  ininor- 

nv  and  I  was  taught  that  l  didnt  belong  I  could  not  believe  that  a  kid 
with  darker  skin  was  il  n  It  was  the  opposite  d  Hawaii 

Iter  we  had  settled  in  the  town.  ni\  cousin  ( 
and  me  skiing  Having  never  before  gone  skime. 
I  did  not  realize  t]  t •»  I  thought  n  was  onl)  tor 

Hind  out  that  yoil  did  i  I  hat 

<\a\  in  the  sun.  I  ree  burn  00  m\  I  \]ua  said  it 

pttC  01)  several  attempts  tO 

:*»oi  I  was  eventual!) 
to  the  nun  mid  tell  that  I  w 

:  DM  home,  but  drandma 
didn't  answer  the  phot  |  A  hen  lunch 

ip  w  nh  the  nurse   She  said  there  was  still  DO  repl J 

c  Irandma  s<>  i  wmm  sent  to  lunch  I  wein  to  tf.  d  set 

it  m  front  ol  me.  but  1  COUldl  DC  kids  united  me  to  sii  ne\i  tO 

them,  but  I  ne  in  pain  and  embarrassed  o\er  ni>  burnt 

n|o\  then  I  '  ed  and  I  was 

taken  home    After  thai  leathl)  siek    I  COIlld  not  keep  an>  thine 

down  m  m\  bod)  I  itayed  borne  foi  about  tn  I  doo*i  think 

making  me  endure  thai  ^^  afl  school  w  bile 
Grandma  t]  downstairs  and  talk  to  her, 

but  I  refused  I  look  back  on  it  on  and  realize  bow  cruel  I  was;  she  could 

0  main  steps  tor  her  feeble 
\\  bile  I  ^.»s  sta\  me  in  !a\lor.  I  learned  I  lot  about  (  uandma 
.:nple.  the  fact  that  she  1  <  >\  1  s  •  and 


"Jeopardy."  I  think  few  fans  are  more  faithful  than  Grandma.  Then,  there 
is  the  fact  that  Grandma  farts  as  she  walks.  It  was  really  hard  for  me  to 
get  used  to.  I  thought  it  was  strange,  even  a  bit  rude  for  someone  to  get 
up  and  fart  in  a  person's  face  and  not  apologize.  She  just  laughed.  Really, 
the  laugh  was  worse  than  the  fart;  it  was  like  she  was  laughing  at  the  fact 
that  she  was  old  and  could  get  away  with  a  crime  that  hideous.  I  eventu- 
ally realized  that  she  couldn't  control  it.  She  might  as  well  laugh,  and  so 
I  learned  to  laugh  with  her. 

When  Grandma  was  a  young  bride  she  was  "Queen  for  a  Day." 
I  don't  know  much  about  it,  but  apparently  back  then  it  was  a  HUGE 
deal.  On  a  TV  or  radio  show,  young  wives  in  financially  hard  situations 
were  granted  one  wish.  Grandma's  wish  was  to  give  Grandpa  a  tuxedo. 
Grandma  still  has  a  framed  poster  up  in  her  house  that  proves  she  was 
crowned  queen  for  a  day.  I  think  she  counts  it  as  one  of  her  greatest 
achievements  in  life.  The  most  remarkable  thing  about  it:  she  wasted 
a  perfectly  good  wish  on  a  man  that  would  stab  her  in  the  back  not  too 
much  later.  That  wish  stood  for  everything  Grandma  gave  up  for  that 
man,  and  like  that  wish,  he  counted  everything  Grandma  had  ever  given 
him  for  naught:  her  prime  years,  her  love,  her  future  and  her  children's 
future.  Grandma  never  mentions  the  ugly  truth;  she  only  dwells  on  the 
fact  that  out  of  a  nation  of  wonderful  women,  she  was  "Queen  for  a 
Day."  The  fact  that  she  used  her  wish  on  her  husband  (who  would  leave 
her)  was  never  taken  into  account  or  considered  an  act  of  nobility.  It  was 
merely  what  a  wife  did,  nothing  out  of  the  ordinary. 

Grandma  has  been  through  a  lot  in  her  life:  divorce,  a  brain 
tumor,  and  a  broken  hip  are  just  a  few.  I  was  with  her  when  Grandma 
broke  her  hip.  I  don't  think  I  will  ever  be  able  to  forgive  myself  for  being 
the  selfish  brat  I  was.  We  were  visiting  family  on  O'ahu.  My  mother  and 
I  were  staying  in  the  same  room  and  Grandma  in  a  bedroom  two  doors 
down.  I  got  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  to  use  the  bathroom  and  just 
as  I  was  returning  to  my  room  I  heard  a  faint  call  "Sallee,  Sallee"  (my 
mother's  name).  I  could  tell  it  was  coming  from  Grandma's  bedroom, 
but  I  merely  shrugged  my  shoulders  and  returned  to  my  room,  thinking, 
"She's  not  calling  for  me."  I  would  like  to  think  that  at  the  very  least  I 
told  my  mother  that  Grandma  was  calling  for  her,  but  I  don't  even  know 
if  I  did  that.  In  the  morning  Grandma  was  found  lying  on  the  ground. 
Apparently  she  had  fallen  on  her  hip  during  the  night,  maybe  two  or 
three  in  the  morning,  and  was  unable  to  get  up.  An  ambulance  was  called 
and  the  paramedics  inspected  Grandma.  They  suspected  that  Grandma's 
hip  was  broken,  but  Grandma  scoffed  saying  "I  have  never  broken  a 
bone  in  my  life.  There  is  no  way  I  have  a  broken  hip."  The  paramedic 
carried  Grandma  off  in  a  stretcher  to  the  hospital  where  it  was  confirmed 
that  she  had  broken  her  hip.  I  remember  the  awful  feeling  I  had  in  my 
stomach  realizing  that  if  I  had  only  checked  on  her  when  she  faintly 
called  I  could  have  spared  her  several  uncomfortable  hours  on  the  floor.  1 
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think  there  are  tew  tunes  in  in\  lite  that  I  ha\e  tell  that  low    I  remember 

sing  10  m\  mother  who.  Being  the  remonc  I  tell,  tried  to  make  me 
fed  better    "It's  i  ifindma  should  ha\e  made  n 

,1  she  didn't  tr>  yelling  or  an\  thing  through  the  night  "  I  still 

tell  awlul.  thinking  about  it  now  still  makes  me  fed  awtul   I  wrote  in  m\ 

..  that  QJgfal  thai  I  would  stn\e  to  be  a  /.daughter  I  hope 

I  have 

.ship  u  nh  ( ifindma  is  much  imp  e  talk 

on  the  phone  and  k  about  John,  a  eute  old  man  that 

ind  how  be  wants  to  ma  even  in  hie  eighties  We 

the  small  town  o\  Ia\lor.  its  growth  and  semi-reeent  addi- 
tion ot  a  temple   I  swear.  e\er>  time  we  talk  Grandma  reminds  me  that 
all  of  in\  friends  up  there  miss  me   I  don't  think  an\  of 09)  friends  still 
live  ot  there   I  think  she  is  jual  trying  to  tell  me  how  much  she  m 
me   I  have  learned  to  appu  id  the  wonderful  cheerful 

altitude  she  I  now    She  JUJI  came  \o 

m>  wedding  in  Hawaii   I  \er\  Aa\  she  laughed  her  infamous  lauiih   We 
teased  her  ami  she  would  exclaim.    I  won't  be  on  this  earth  mueh  Id 

minute  o\  n  I: 
unha; 

It's  remarkable  that  after  all  this  tune,  alter  everything  she  has 
indma  has  lean  ;>p\    1  ha\e  not  been  i 

na  has  endured  in  life,  but  I  think  there  arc 
Hlghed  like  her  and  have  appreciated  lite  the  wa\ 

she  d  dized  that  l  have  always  looked 

down  eked  in  every  moment 

with  1  :s  known  what  is  most  important  in  lite 


Katrina  Scaprelli  Mulyono 
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I  lush  the  I  reakiri  roilct! 
fitor 

in  .i  location  o(  higba  eduction,  where  the  eagei  young  minds 
oi  i Ik-  world  come  lo  be  taught  in  ordei  to  .inn  them  « uh  superior  IcnowK 
improve  humanity,  why  can't  anyone  FL1  SHTH1  I  RJ  \k l\i . 

'  1  »l  II   I  !  It  in  quite  possible  that  main  oi  these  itudCOtl  sutler  from  the 

delusion  thai  actions  have  no  consequences  However,  indh  iduals  Beck- 
ing an  education  in  i  university  setting  should  have  ahead)  mastered  the 
simpk-  concept  oi  pushing  down  i  loo  leva  Perhaps  those  oi  the  oldei 

ition  that  i  i  up  in  this  world,  this  aHa-o-matic  km 

aren't    "i'  the  done  '  pou-don't-l 

.'nsihiiits  doctrine  Has  nK-  rising  generation  been  operating 
undei  the  delusion  thai  the  mothers  «»t  the  world  forcva  walk  in  behind 
then  non  toilet  t<  dlcrs  and  do  the  in  no  vvav  nast)  business  oi 

.•  the  handle?  Have  so  man)  «»t  the  world's  toilets  Ken  equipped 
with  proximit)  sensors  that  children  grow  up  not  |  Jam' 

I  he  n  ting  truth  oi  this  disastrous  do-tt-yoursdl  dilemma  is 

that  it  transcends  more  than  iust  the  realm  of  rfftHMHUI 

I  he  sensors  that  make  the  toilets  tlush.  remote  COOtTOll  that 
replace  the   I  \   knolls.  kevless  entr\  uih.  cellular  sm.irt  phones      1  eXUS 
'hat  w  ill  parallel  pari 

saddles,  water  pumps,  Nuts,  steam  engines,  /ipl^s  nudeai  power 

plants,  electricity,  airplanes.  rfttWpHft  printers,  email.  ( lOOgle,  DOp 

sleeping  hags*  wrist  watch  oks, 

nylon,  tire,  and  the  wheel  were  all  cotyured  so  that  man  could  pan 
some  part  oi  his  independence  on  i  technology,  invention,  animal  «»i 
artificial  de\  ice  that  replicates  the  naturall)  occurring  events  in  t\ 
day  human  life  Despite  the  intricate  ai 

plish  all  ot  this,  the)  Mill  have  \et  to  learn  how  t.>  eject  excretion,  thus 
mankind  has.  in  an  attempt  to  he  d.  healths,  peaeetul. 

liberal  i     lededinetH  themselves  to  continue 

and  more  innovation  has  made  humamtv  less  and  less 
human,  active,  ami  responsible,  it  has  even  changed  the  wav  we  interact 

m  ith  our  parents,  friends,  teachers,  crushes,  and  ves.  I  can't  believe  I'm 
it,  our  computers  People  are  now  just 
Harmon)  profile 

I  he:  paradoxes  other  than  this  pott)  problem  Exam- 

ine I«m  a  moment  the  earlv  primitive  technological  advancement  ii; 
tare    the  spear    \\  hv  did  man  make  the  BpeSU  asilv  kill  an  ani- 

mal or  his  tellow  man    \\  hat  was  rhe  result  "  V'  I  ami  meat    \\  hat 

happened  tO  'he  man  '  He  lost  the  inshmt.  the  drive,  the  constant  thrill 


of  being  alive  because  he  is  almost  dead.  Soldiers  remember  this  how- 
ever, and  they  are  by  far  more  deadly  than  Thag  and  his  spear.  Man  has 
moved  from  the  do-it-yourself  era  to  the,  whatever-this-may-be-will-do- 
it-for-me  era.  Every  weapon  in  history  increased  a  man's  dependence  on 
that  weapon  to  survive.  It  is  nice  not  to  have  to  defend  your  life  to  live, 
but  some  seem  to  have  forgotten  that  living  requires  a  person  to  be  "up 
and  doing"  not  just  down  and  waiting.  You  never  feel  alive  until  you're 
almost  dead.  Chuck  Norris  hasn't  forgotten  this,  nor  have  the  Teenage 
Mutant  Ninja  Turtles.  What  the  average  man  has  forgotten  is  what  men 
like  Steve  Erwin  lived  and  died  to  keep  alive.  That  the  adventure  of  life 
is  the  secret  of  being  capable  of  overcoming,  subduing,  and  perhaps  even 
slaying  a  bigger  animal  is  to  be  stupid  enough  to  jump  on  its  back,  smart 
enough  not  to  get  bitten  all  while  maintaining  superiority  through  brawn, 
rippling  pectorals,  and  UPS  uniform  shorts.  In  reality  mankind  always 
looks  for  a  better  way  to  kill  each  other.  The  sage  wisdom  of  Obi-Wan 
Kenobi  defines  the  use  of  a  gun  compared  with  the  singularly  impressive 
lightsaber;  "Not  as  clumsy  or  random  as  a  blaster  (Star  Wars  lingo  for 
gun)  but  a  more  elegant  weapon  for  a  more  civilized  age."  He  said  that  a 
long  time  ago  in  a  galaxy  far  far  away!  Even  though  the  gun  can  drop  a 
man  now  at  distances  near  to  a  mile,  how  cowardly  is  it  to  kill  an  oppo- 
nent you've  never  met? 

Man  was  born  with  the  ultimate  ATV,  conveniently  located,  and 
pre-attached  to  the  ends  of  the  legs:  feet.  There  are  thousands  of  people 
living  on  this  planet  still  content  to  go  anywhere  without  anything  other 
than  a  good  pair  of  feet.  Man  started  ignoring  his  kid  tested,  mother  ap- 
proved method  of  foot  travel  with  horses,  which  soon  evolved  to  bicycles, 
trains,  cars,  airplanes,  cruise  ships,  rockets,  hyperdrive  and  the  Millenni- 
um Falcon.  But  the  invention  that  started  all  this  was  the  simple  geomet- 
ric circular  device  commonly  known  as  the  wheel.  What  did  the  wheel 
do?  Attached  to  some  wood  it  became  a  wagon.  Man  no  longer  had  to 
carry  the  heavy  load  over  long  distances;  he  could  carry  more  with  less 
trouble.  What  happened  to  man  because  of  the  wheel?  They  created  the 
Bow-Flex  home  workout  gym  in  order  to  restore  their  intense  muscle 
tone  and  physique.  Atkins  made  a  special  diet,  and  Weight  Watchers 
became  an  overnight  sensation.  Thag  Sr.  needs  to  always  remind  Thag 
Jr  how  Grandpa  Thagius  used  him  as  the  wagon,  driving  him  down  to 
the  market  laden  with  wood  to  sell  to  Thog  the  fire  starter,  uphill  both 
ways  in  the  winter  in  six  feet  of  snow.  Thag  Jr.  just  doesn't  understand 
the  important  lessons  of  life  that  come  from  being  the  only  family  on  the 
block  without  a  wheel.  A  trend  of  increasing  vehicular  movement  and 
decreasing  foot-icular  movement  is  obvious  by  the  size  and  shape  oi\  not 
the  vehicles,  but  the  blubbcrous  portions  of  humans  sliding  in  and  out 
of  them.  Do  you  really  think  that  Ford  or  Dodge  made  a  V10  engine  just 
to  tow  something  big?  America  might  be  the  only  location  on  our  speck 
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o(  universe  dust  riffling  with  the  Me  (  omplex,*1  but  thai  is 

mils  ■  reflet  genius  stupidit)   I  here  bas  never  been  i  societ) 

nibflable  with  the  idea  of  literal!)  eating  rhfmtt4vri  to  death  in  the 

rt  of  their  Cadillacs  and  SUVs   iaketlx 

dr\  IK.  i>r  that  man  that  runs  aCTOSS  the  Continent  it's  OUT)  a  lonjj  ua\  to 

travel  from  point  fou  neglect  the  wooden  between  H  and 

Y  lid 

md  sizes  bave  changed  mankind's  working 

habits   How  main  times  has  Hob  Villa  COOK  into  >our  home  \  la  tele\  i- 

tnd  shown  you  the  new  wrench  that  will  reach  better,  grip  tighter 

and  tit  easier  in  *m\  situ 

u  tighten  his  own  big  nuts, 

but  he  e  so  manl\ .  to  use  the 

jirl  tool  he  reminds  •  a  child  Can  use   \\  hat  WC  reall> 

need  is  a  tod  that  will  allow  -npleteK  immobile  on  our  Lazy 

from  the  del 

let.  pull  the  poreelan  1  IV1 

nscrt  the 

n  not  a  woman. 
GodaIreaJ>  invented  that  and  it  is  with  ultn  isl  that  mankind 

has  ii  replace  bet  "I  is  there 

trail)  able  hands  and  minds  cannot  become  '  Mankind 
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vacations,  and  dinner  by  delivery.  Who  would  ever  need  to  leave  their 
house,  exercise,  lift  a  finger  (other  than  to  point  and  click,  that  is),  shop, 
hike,  talk,  interact,  love,  enjoy,  or  experience  real  life  ever  again?  With 
these  questions  on  the  mind,  it's  no  wonder  that  college  students  can't 
exercise  their  fingers  in  the  flushing  fashion. 

Cellular  phones  have  become  a  physical  attachment  to  anyone 
living  in  the  early  twenty-first  century.  Normal,  everyday  people  walk 
around  the  great  spectacular  world  enjoying  none  of  it  because  of  the 
bluetooth  device  in  their  left  ear,  the  mp3  jamming  in  their  right  ear,  the 
texting  at  their  finger  tips,  the  Starbucks  in  the  other  hand,  and  their  eyes 
on  their  online  banking.  There  was  a  time  when  man  could  escape  to  the 
wilderness,  listen  to  the  breeze  maneuver  eagles  higher,  hear  the  trees 
creek  and  sway,  dancing  to  the  sound  of  water  slipping  with  grace  down 
the  face  the  mountain.  Not  anymore.  Now  all  you  hear  is  ding  dong  da 
ding-a-ling  dong  ding  of  Verizon  Wireless'  "can  you  hear  me  now?" 
campaign,  which  has  ensured  that  even  Survivorman  is  never  too  far 
away  to  be  bothered  by  his  wife  wondering  if  he  really  is  out  in  the  wild 
trying  to  survive  or  at  the  bar  with  Moe  and  Larry.  The  mobile  phone 
industry  really  picked  up  since  Saved  by  the  Bell's  Zack  Morris's  cellular 
phone  was  seen  being  pulled  out  of  the  lockers  top  shelf,  about  the  only 
convenient  place  for  the  brick.  First  car  phones,  then,  Motorola's  slick 
new  compact  flip  that  could  actually  fit  inside  a  pocket.  (For  those  that 
don't  know,  watch  Hook  with  Robin  Williams).  And  pagers,  whatever 
happened  to  pagers?  Does  anyone  care?  Well,  Blackberries  are  doing 
sprints  to  defeat  the  I-phone  from  transferring  I-tunes  to  the  I-pod  and 
all  the  while  making  butt  calls  to  connect  to  Twitter  because  a  friend 
sent  a  text  while  downloading  a  new  app  that  will  help  run  the  GPS, 
so  that  no  one  on  Facebook  will  get  lost  while  trying  to  find  the  house 
where  the  party  will  be  after  the  BYOB  was  posted  on  the  blog,  but  just 
in  case  it  was  backed  up  in  a  MySpace  announcement  which  everyone 
got  an  email  about  when  they  were  jamming  to  the  newest  mp3  that  still 
hasn't  become  available  as  a  ring  tone,  on  the  way  back  from  kicking  it 
at  Starbucks  where  bffs  usually  chill.  How  did  the  ordinary  man  contact 
another  ordinary  man  before  the  give-it-to-me-cause-I-got-to-have-it- 
now  ideology  took  over  in  the  1990s?  Well,  it  was  complicated.  There  are 
upsides  to  having  the  world  at  your  finger  tips.  More  room  in  your  brain's 
memory  banks  for  information  such  as...  I  can't  remember,  I  made  a  note 
of  it  in  my  phone.  Crap,  where  did  I  put  that  thing?  Damn  it!  Will  some- 
one call  my  phone?  ... 

Man  now  has  reached  a  pinnacle,  a  moment  of  great  achieve- 
ment. They  have  successfully  created  a  replacement  memory  system 
to  rival  the  brain.  It  can  be  stored  in  the  pocket,  be  as  thin  as  a  wallet. 
It's  called  a  "Smart  Phone."  So  smart  you  don't  have  to  be!  Countries 
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all  over  the  world  have  struggled  tor  millennia  to  establish  identity, 
Iibcru  trom  oppression,  and  become  independent  from  all  rt 

lo  the)  celd  irtering  in  onl)  two  decades  all  the)  gained 

through  war,  mone)  and  bh>od  in  LG, 

dip  into  their  pockets  and  put 
e\er>  da)  Don't  be  alarmed  wbei  itudent,  bush 

man.  Sarah  Pal:  ,«>m.  airplane  pi  ^oal 

miner,  irist,  novelist,  rabbi,  siivck  broker,  bank  teller,  or  kcrmit 

the  Frog  look  a  little  dazed  with  a 

•  is  breakdown,  the)  are  probabK  |usi  temporaril)  m  shock  trom 
the  misplacement  o(  their  universe  their  cell-phone  I  Well  mas  be  not 
Sarah  Falin.)  Once  the  <  from  the  ham  feet  of  its 

dependent,  the  bram  ot  the  I  •  ista  acth  n>. 

Irive,  runs  a  in  Scans,  plays  a  quick 

iricvcs  the  whereabouts  o4  the  pnOOC  and  returns  to  hi- 
DStinctivel)  /hones  numbers,  email 

PC  DO  help  either, 
when  t  how  to  tlirt  property,  or  even  wl  on  the  John 

without  an  application  on  their  smart  pi  I    huh' 

I  t»>r  si  technology,  but  1  am  extreme! 

all)  not  all  that  hard  to  look  mio  the  a .  rvene 

d  b\  intelligent  stupid  \K'op  all  mankind  has  eVCf  done 

.  i  build  a  m  C  the  true.  honest  et tor t 

that  brines  n  Ivea 

ngful  life   rechnolog)  esso 

•.irl> 
Ihus  the  decrease  in  lavatOT)  le  .  \:tention  all  scmi-cohcrcnt 

[  hnol- 

rage  against  the  machine  « l  iterall)  it  you  preter  but  I  was  think- 
mi:  more  like  rcsponsibl)  i  Don't  let  marketing  n 

a  hen  he  final!)  chiseled  his  first  wheel 
Be  h>  lo  a  pushup  to  lift  yourself,  rather  push  the  world 

:  perhaps  you'll  gel  to  strip  naked 
and  lump  .; 

permanent  nother minute    Makeastai 

membchng  when  visiting  John*s  might)  throne  o(  relict.  Ml  sH  I  HI 

i  ki  \ki\i.  iuii  i  n 


Mail 


Michael  a  Dun  lap  Lars  en 


67 


Mhiiu  in.idi 


. 


Forsake  the  Evil  One 

He  may  have  won  the  battle  but  he'll  not  be  winning  me, 

He  never  sleeps  nor  tires, 

He  worketh  steadily; 

I  on  the  other  hand,  I  can  get  tired  and  down 

But  I  fight  a  good  fight, 

I  stand  for  the  right, 

And  I  stand  on  solid  ground. 

Choose  ye  this  day  whom  ye  will  serve, 

And  so  the  choice  is  mine 

To  choose  love  and  life,  peace  and  joy 

Or  misery  ALL  the  time. 

One  is  God's  way,  true  and  clear 

It  requires  a  studious  climb 

The  other  is  devil's  devious  attempts 

To  destroy  you  and  waste  all  your  time. 

There  are  many  twists  and  turns  in  life, 

Obstacles  along  the  way 

But  hearken  to  the  Holy  Spirit  and  diligently  obey, 

God  will  help,  He  always  does, 

Hold  strong  until  it's  done 

Stay  in  the  fight, 

Choose  the  right 

And  forsake  that  evil  one. 

Rachel  Smith 
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Embers 

Julie  Million 
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ing  pile  of  Russell's  writings,  words  which  had  come  with  ease  at  times 
and  with  painstaking  difficulty  at  others.  The  ember  was  small  but  the 
breeze  gave  it  life.  The  ember  grew  bright  as  it  warmed  and  glowed.  The 
current  of  air  protected  it  from  exhaustion,  and,  just  as  a  butterfly  breaks 
out  of  a  cocoon,  a  tiny  flame  erupted  from  the  inconsequential  ember. 
Wanting  the  warmth  of  the  flame,  the  pages  fluttered  as  the  breeze  picked 
up.  The  flame  singed  their  corners  and  tickled  the  letters  in  their  words. 

The  flame  was  gentle  as  it  flirted  with  the  page,  drifting  closer 
and  then  further  with  the  breeze.  Rolling  back  and  forth,  it  played  with 
the  heat  and  warmth  it  found  itself  creating.  The  seduction  became  obvi- 
ous and  in  an  act  of  passion,  the  hungry  flame  grabbed  the  pages.  They 
offered  themselves  as  fuel  to  feed  the  petite  body.  The  paper  gave  more 
spirit  to  the  little  flame  and  it  grew,  the  paper  and  the  flame  becoming 
one  in  the  process. 

A  hanging  marionette  smiled  over  at  the  love  affair  and  even 
the  table  grinned  with  half-moon  water  stains  where  glasses  had  missed 
their  coasters.  As  the  breeze  picked  up,  it  threw  a  deck  of  playing  cards 
that  had  been  spread  across  the  table.  They  danced  away,  the  kings  and 
queens  whirling  with  the  knaves  and  spades  in  the  air.  They  waltzed 
together  across  the  room.  The  gust  left  them  strewn  along  the  floor  as  it 
died  down. 

The  flame  that  had  once  been  a  tiny  spark  was  now  a  gentle 
blaze,  purring  and  crackling  with  self-satisfaction.  It  was  eager  and  loved 
the  paper  with  a  fervor  that  worried  the  kitchen  as  the  lovers'  affair  grew 
out  of  control. 

The  paper  screamed  as  the  fire  devoured  its  text.  The  passion  in 
the  fire  grew  and  grew.  His  ravenous  fingers  grabbed  a  page  that  tried  to 
eager  flee  through  the  window  with  the  coming  wind.  The  flame  brushed 
by  a  curtain.  Tripping  on  the  hem,  he  looked  back  to  realize  that  the  once 
colossal  pile  of  manuscript  was  turning  to  ash.  So  he  traveled,  trying  to 
spread  himself  around  and  keep  from  devouring  the  paper  he  loved,  not 
wanting  to  hurt  that  which  had  once  given  him  life. 

From  the  kitchen  to  the  living  room,  the  fire  climbed.  From  the 
stack  of  writing,  to  the  curtains,  to  the  deep  colored  couch  and  the  heavy 
wooden  chairs. 
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Watercolor  Courtney  Banks 

The  marionette's  painted  smile  vanished  as  the  red  lacquer 
evaporated.  The  table  sat  still  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  surrendering 
itself  to  be  burned.  The  kings  and  queens  were  once  again  caught  in  the 
wind,  trying  to  flee  or  fight  back  but  the  blaze  captured  them.  One  by 
one  the  flames  reached  out,  licking  the  blue  bicycles  on  their  backsides 
until  all  the  cards  fell  back  onto  the  floor. 

A  small  painting  that  hung  on  the  wall  started  to  show  its 
wooden  framework.  The  picture  of  rolling  waves  could  do  nothing  to 
extinguish  the  fire's  zealous  rampage  and  soon  even  the  wooden  frame 
ignited,  caught  up  in  the  excitement.  The  ceiling  grew  black  with  the 
smoke. 

In  the  next  room,  Russell  and  Lilly  lay  in  their  bed,  snuggled 
under  the  covers.  The  two  of  them  had  passed  out  and  were  fast  asleep. 
All  they  felt  was  the  breeze  from  their  open  window.  All  they  heard  was 
the  gentle  crackling  of  the  ancient  phonograph,  which  sang  out  beautiful 
words  by  Atahualpa  Yupanqui. 

Russell  and  Lilly  had  found  his  music  in  their  travels  to  Argen- 
tina. His  gentle  voice  sang  folk  songs  that  lulled  them  into  a  deep  sleep 
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with  memories  of  markets  and  fertile  plains,  adventures  that  they  had 
shared  together  in  a  mysterious  land.  In  Lilly's  native  Spanish,  he  sang 
them  lullabies  with  every  passing  night. 

Outside,  the  fire  listened  to  the  sound  of  the  songs  but  the  words 
were  not  audible  behind  the  door.  He  tried  to  sneak  an  ear  to  the  crack, 
but  the  sound  was  still  muffled.  He  came  from  every  angle.  First  search- 
ing below,  then  at  the  sides  and  through  the  top,  clawing  to  find  an 
opening.  He  even  tried  to  sneak  in  through  the  keyhole,  only  to  realize 
that  there  was  none.  No  lock  kept  him  out,  but  he  still  could  not  get  in. 
He  couldn't  hear  the  sounds  clearly  and  he  wanted  to  be  surrounded  by 
beauty  lay  behind  that  door.  The  fire  licked  the  edges  of  the  door  in  a 
pathetic  effort  to  knock,  but  to  no  avail.  The  door  would  not  let  the  flame 
pass  without  a  fight.  The  flame  did  not  know  how  to  turn  the  knob  and 
the  door  had  no  clue  how  to  open  without  that  simple  action. 

This  also,  the  flame  did  not  understand.  Anger  grew  in  his 
already  furious  heart  and  the  heat  in  the  room  reached  new  heights.  In 
frustration,  he  devoured  the  hurdle  in  his  path,  greedy  for  the  sounds 
coming  from  the  next  room.  The  door  was  no  match  and  although  it  tried 
to  protect  its  friends  on  the  other  side,  the  sudden  onslaught  was  too 
strong.  The  flames  ate  holes  through  the  partition  until  nothing  stood  in 
the  way.  The  walls  crumbled  and  the  doorknob  grew  red  hot  on  the  floor, 
nestled  amongst  the  charcoal  and  flames. 

With  the  door  and  most  of  the  wall  gone,  the  fire  heard  the 
music.  It  was  beautiful,  and  for  a  moment  the  fire  was  still.  He  looked 
around  at  what  he  had  conquered. 

The  deep  maroon  walls  were  littered  with  framed  photographs. 
The  floor  was  bare  except  for  a  few  misplaced  clothes.  He  saw  the  part- 
ners in  bed.  Their  soft  curls  intertwined,  adorning  their  sleeping  faces 
as  they  nuzzled  together  in  the  moonlight.  Across  the  room,  he  saw  the 
open  window  and  the  thin  muslin  curtains.  The  breeze  reached  him 
and  it  was  more  than  he  could  handle.  It  was  delicious  and  he  wanted  it. 
Growing  out  of  control,  he  caught  to  everything  he  touched.  Pictures  on 
the  wall  bubbled  from  the  heat.  Scenes  from  a  life  of  love  and  explora- 
tion melted  away.  Photographs  of  the  two  partners  on  mountains  and 
rivers,  with  family  and  friends,  evaporated.  They  boiled  with  the  heat 
and  erupted  at  the  corners.  Holes  broke  through  the  images,  once  beauti- 
ful and  now  black.  Black  and  white,  color  and  sepia,  all  blended  together 
in  the  orange  flames. 


The  fire  became  aware  of  the  destruction  he  created,  but  the  air, 
the  air  kept  calling  and  the  ordeal  was  too  great  now.  There  was  no  going 
back,  even  if  he  wanted  to. 

A  busy  cotton  rug  by  the  bed  created  a  quick  bright  blaze.  The 
intertwined  colors;  blue,  red,  white,  grey,  and  green,  gave  way  to  the 
bright  yellow  of  the  flame  which  left  a  distinctive  rectangular  scorch 
mark  on  the  dark  wooden  floor. 

A  bookshelf  was  next  to  go.  Like  black  burning  doves,  the  pages 
crinkled  and  flew  about  the  room,  their  wings  singed  and  still  flaming  in 
parts  as  they  fluttered  out  of  their  spines.  No  genre  was  spared.  Cooking 
burned  along  with  philosophy,  and  photography  books  gave  way  to  the 
same  golden  death  as  scientific  theories.  The  bookshelf  did  not  hold  all 
the  literature.  Hundreds  of  books  were  piled  on  top  in  small  stacks,  on 
both  sides  of  the  shelves.  Chomsky,  Kafka,  and  Bakunin  lay  side  by  side. 
Kropotkin,  Austin,  and  Wilde  argued  different  causes  but  all  of  them 
were  made  of  the  same  paper,  which  in  a  distant  memory  had  been  used 
to  start  this  all. 

Three  wooden  masks  on  the  wall  fashioned  dark,  rich  flaming 
fingers  that  reached  toward  the  ceiling.  The  faces  belonged  to  both  fierce 
and  gentle  gods  from  the  African  continent,  regal,  proud,  and  strong;  an- 
other adventure  the  couple  had  shared.  The  fire  first  breached  the  string 
holding  them  tight  against  the  wall.  The  masks  fell,  one  by  one,  crash- 
ing to  the  floor,  cracking  where  the  flames  had  weakened  them.  Small 
embers  smoldered  in  the  fractures  of  untreated  wood  and  ignited,  only  to 
add  to  the  violence  and  spreading  to  scorch  already  fired  clay  pots  on  the 
nightstand. 

The  pots  resisted,  but  their  glazes  gave  way.  The  heat  was  enor- 
mous with  no  chance  of  escape.  Bright  azure  and  murky  olive  greens 
ran  into  each  other.  Ginger  colored  vases  and  carmine  bowls  became  as 
black  as  the  indigo  plates.  All  gave  way  to  burnt  red  clay  until  all  was 
black,  save  a  few  trickles  of  color. 

Russell  woke  first.  Lilly  was  not  far  behind.  Eyes  met  eyes  and 
tears  welled  up  in  their  endless  mirrors  to  the  soul.  The  inferno  growled 
as  it  ran  circles  around  them. 

The  bed  was  no  match.  The  flames  surrounded  the  thick  wood 
that  did  not  readily  catch.  It  stood  firm,  but  on  the  sides,  flames  rose 
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high.  Maybe  the  foundation  would  not  be  breached  but  the  mattress 
surely  could. 

Tears  tried  in  vain  to  cleanse  scorched  skin  and  the  couple's 
lungs  filled  with  smoke,  suffocating  before  burning  with  the  rest.  Their 
bodies  melted  together  in  an  eternal  embrace,  Russell's  arms  forever 
wrapped  around  Lilly's  small  frame. 

The  fire  finally  reached  the  window  and  sucked  in  the  invigorat- 
ing, crisp  air. 

The  phonograph  by  the  window  slowed,  warping  the  sounds. 
Under  it,  stacked  milk  crates  held  countless  vinyl  records.  John  Col- 
trane  and  Chuck  Berry  melted  together.  Elliott  Smith  and  Rachmaninov 
created  no  more  a  match  than  Morrissey.  Pablo  Casals  and  Beirut  sank 
in  the  same  soupy  pile  of  melted  vinyl.  Above,  back  on  the  still  turning 
table,  the  phonograph  would  not  let  Atahualpa  sing.  His  words  became 
distorted  and  the  sounds  began  blending  together  as  the  thin  piece  of 
vinyl  melted  under  the  needle.  The  needle  tore  through  the  soft  black 
record  and  the  edges  curled  up  in  waves.  As  the  needle  carved  lines 
through  the  disk,  more  and  more  waves  rippled  over  the  surface  until 
they  all  gave  way  to  the  flame.  The  soft  noise  of  static  hung  in  the  air  and 
hissed  among  the  flames  before  everything  disappeared. 
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Around  the  Block 


I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

And  now  I'm  finally  back 

But  why'd  I  have  to  go? 

To  find  out  for  myself 

I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

I've  searched  the  web 

And  the  local  shops. 

To  find  out  for  myself 

I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

From  a  one  night  stand 

To  a  six  month  span 

To  find  out  for  myself 

I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

I  tried  the  drugs 

And  then  alcohol 

To  find  out  for  myself 

I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

I've  changed  my  clothes 


My  hair,  my  friends 
To  find  out  for  myself 

I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

I  filled  my  life 

Instead  of  my  heart 

To  find  out  for  myself 

I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

I  filled  my  heart 

With  peace  and  love 

To  find  out  for  myself 

It  took  a  prayer 

And  power  from  on  high 

To  fill  the  void  I  felt  inside 

And  now  I  feel 

Both  joy  and  peace 

I  found  out  for  myself 

I've  done  it  all 

I  finally  have 

I've  been  around  the  block 

Then  round  once  more 

To  be  for  sure 
I  found  out  for  myself 


Andrew  Harvey 
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The  Maples  of  the  Blue  Ridge  Parkway 
Lee  Bungard 

"Wake  up,  you  stupid  dweebs!" 

Oh,  no.  Not  these  guys  again.  Every  morning  at  a  few  minutes  after 
five,  teenage  kids  hollered  up  at  all  the  kids  in  our  dormitory. 

A  few  moments  later,  I  heard  a  shout  of,  "Wake  up  you  rotten  geeks!" 
(The  BYUH  standards  as  well  as  my  gentlemanly  demeanor  preclude 
me  from  telling  you  what  they  really  said.)  I  flopped  my  face  onto  the 
mattress,  flipped  my  pillow  up  on  the  back  of  my  head  and  scrunched 
both  sides  of  it  into  my  ears.  It  didn't  help.  For  the  next  forty-five 
minutes  my  roommate  and  I  listened  to  the  hollering  and  yelling.  The 
lousy  kids  were  doing  it  for  the  sole  reason  that  we  were  still  comfy  in 
our  beds  while  those  idiots  were  walking  toward  the  cafeteria. 

The  name  calling  and  yelling  had  started  a  few  days  earlier.  One  guy 
got  the  idea  to  yell.  Then  others  started.  It  caught  on  with  the  majority. 

I  was  attending  the  Briarwood  Academy,  a  month-long  music  camp 
for  kids.  It  was  held  at  Appalachian  State  University  in  Boone,  North 
Carolina.  I  lived  in  a  dormitory  with  about  four  hundred  other  kids, 
studying  music.  The  dorm  next  to  us  housed  a  Christian  camp  that  built 
a  house  and  a  chapel  over  the  summer.  The  mission  of  the  camp  was 
very  Christian;  the  campers,  however,  were  not.  They  had  to  be  up  by 
five  a.m.,  when  it  was  still  cold  up  in  the  mountains  of  Boone,  in  order 
to  do  the  majority  of  their  work  before  the  hot  summer  sun  beat  down  on 
them. 

Doughton  Hall  stood  on  a  plaza  across  from  Holworthy  Hall.  A 
third  dorm,  Hollis  Hall,  boxed  in  the  East  side  of  the  plaza.  Doughton 
and  Holworthy  were  each  seven  stories  tall;  Hollis  was  only  five.  With 
a  cement  and  brick  plaza  below  and  with  walls  going  up  over  eighty 
feet,  sound  reverberated  back  and  forth,  echoing  and  amplifying.  The 
magnitude  of  the  shouting  was  tremendous  and  being  abruptly  ripped  out 
of  the  REM  cycle  of  sleep  made  it  devastating. 

At  Briarwood,  we  attended  classes  run  by  some  of  the  greatest 
composers  and  musicians  in  the  world.  That  may  sound  like  an 
exaggeration,  but  let  me  drop  just  one  title:  my  music  theory  teacher 
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was  the  director  of  the  Vienna  Boys'  Choir.  I  learned  more  about  music 
within  those  few  short  weeks  at  Briarwood  Academy  (even  half-asleep) 
than  I  had  learned  the  entire  year  before.  Under  the  tutelage  of  great 
musicians  and  directors,  we  performed  the  finest  music — real  music — as 
opposed  to  the  watered-down  versions  we  played  at  my  high  school  back 
in  Bradenton,  Florida. 

In  addition  to  all  of  those  good  experiences,  I  personally  conducted 
a  concert  that  has  gone  down  as  being  the  worst  concert  ever  performed 
in  the  history  of  Briarwood  Academy — a  distinction  that  pleased  all, 
including  the  Vienna  Boys'  Choir  director.  That  might  sound  like  some 
kind  of  a  musical  oxymoron;  a  terrible  concert  that  delighted  The  Greats. 
I'll  explain. 

Early  morning  after  early  morning,  the  misery  continued.  Shouting 
back  at  the  other  campers  didn't  work.  Neither  did  throwing  water 
balloons.  We  were  awakened  daily  at  a  few  minutes  past  five,  then  we 
had  to  listen  to  the  cacophony  while  trying  to  get  back  to  sleep.  Then 
when  the  last  camper  had  finally  trickled  out  of  the  building,  we  returned 
to  our  peaceful  slumber  for  about  an  hour.  But  even  then,  the  waiting- 
until-the-other-shoe-drops  principle  always  applied,  for  we  never  knew 
exactly  when  the  last  camper  had  walked  out  of  Holworthy  Hall. 

Sleepy-headedness  gave  way  to  grumpiness  at  the  cafeteria.  We 
were  assigned  The 

Bavarian  Inn  as  our  dining  hall.  At  least  we  didn't  have  to  face  the 
"Christian"  campers  during  any  of  our  meals.  They  ate  in  a  different 
hall. 

The  music  classes,  the  musicians,  the  experiences,  the 
directors'  professionalism  as  well  as  music  by  the  Great  Composers 
eventually  put  everyone  in  a  more  affable  mood.  We  performed 
Beethoven's  Third  Symphony.  We  learned  Copland's  Outdoor  Overture. 
We  were  working  on  masterpieces  by  Stravinsky,  Mozart,  Mahler  and 
even  some  avant-garde  music  such  as  And  God  Created  Great  Whales  b) 
Hovhancss.  So  the  Holworthy  Hall  scum  didn't  ruin  our  days  entirely. 
But  the  early  mornings  were  in  the  dumpster. 

Then  one  day,  unintentionally,  I  came  up  with  the  solution    \1\ 
roommate  Chris  and  I  were  sitting  in  the  lobby  w  ith  a  group  of  Other 

kids  at  the  end  of  the  day. 
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A  girl  from  Norway  named  Siobhan  said,  "The  Holworthy  Hellions 
were  screaming  the  same  thing  in  unison  when  they  passed  my  side  of 
the  building." 

Muki  said,  "They  wouldn't  know  what  'unison'  meant." 

"Well,  they  were  doing  it.  That  made  it  worse." 

"What  the  heck?  Can't  Smith  do  anything  about  it?"  Hans  asked. 

Hans  was  referring  to  our  dorm's  "Dad,"  Ralph  Smith.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Smith  lived  in  an  apartment  just  off  from  the  lobby  during  the  summer 
while  their  son  Sprague  attended  the  camp. 

"You  know  he's  tried,"  Chris  answered. 

"I  know  what  would  stop  them,"  I  said. 

"No  you  don't." 

"Shut  up.  We  should  put  on  a  concert  for  them."  I  was  building  up 
to  what  I  thought  would  be  a  joke. 

"No  way." 

"Dat's  vere  I  be  from  .  .  .  No-way,"  Siobhan  responded,  with  an 
exaggerated  accent.  Actually,  Siobhan's  accent  was  barely  discernible, 
even  though  she  had  never  lived  outside  of  Troldhaugen. 

Hans  asked,  "Why  the  heck  should  we  put  on  a  concert  for  them? 
What  the  heck  have  they  done  for  us?  Why  the  heck  would  they  deserve 
a  concert?"  Hans'  performance  of  Saint- Saens'  The  Swan  from  The 
Carnival  of  the  Animals  could  make  a  grown  man  cry,  but  he  didn't  have 
much  of  an  imagination  when  he  tried  to  put  sentences  together. 

"Not  a  concert  like  that,"  I  said.  "I'm  talking  about  a  concert,  like,  at 
two-thirty  in  the  morning  when  they're  fast  asleep."  Everyone  waited  for 
more.  "We  could  all  go  out  into  the  plaza  and  everyone  would  play  their 
instruments  and  the  only  rule  would  be  that  nobody  could  play  the  same 
piece  anyone  else  is  playing." 
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"Hey!"  Muki  said.  She  didn't  say  more  than  that  but  her  mere  word 
said  it  all;  she  was  in  agreement. 

"You  could  'conduct'  us,"  Chris  said.  "All  you'd  have  to  do  is  start 
us."  I  thought  he  was  adding  to  the  'joke.' 

"We  could  check  out  instruments  from  the  music  room  for  the 
singers,"  Siobhan  said.  "Or  they  could  just  sing  loudly." 

"Heck  no.  Why  the  heck  should  they  sing?  That  wouldn't  be  loud 
enough.  They  wouldn't  have  to  know  how  to  play  if  we  gave  'em 
percussion  instruments — they'd  just  have  to  bang  things  together." 

Somewhere  between  a  discussion  of  cymbals  and  Siobhan's  idea  to 
buy  little  whistles  at  the  nearby  Piggly  Wiggly  supermarket  I  realized  .  .  . 
they  were  serious! 

Holy  crap,  Batman.  What  have  I  gotten  myself  into?  "Well,  when  I 
said  that  we  could  put  on  a  concert .  .  ." 

"Some  of  the  peeps  with  quiet  instruments  like  violas — they  would 
also  have  to  have  something  loud."  Muki  said.  "Oh!  What  about  the 
harp  players  and  the  pianists?  They  wouldn't  have  anything  to  play." 

"...  I  didn't  really  mean  ..."  I  continued. 

"Good  thinking,"  Siobhan  said.  "We  might  have  to  have  some  of  the 
singers  just  scream  or  else  we  won't  have  enough  instruments." 

".  .  .  that  we  were  actually  going  to  .  .  ." 

"Nope,  not  the  vocalists,"  Chris  interjected.  "Think  it  through.  You 
think  a  voice  major  is  going  to  scream?" 

".  .  .  follow  through  with  this.  I  mean,  it  was  just  a  .  .  ." 

"What  about  balloons?"  Muki  asked. 

Everyone  stopped  talking.   1  was  taken  aback  at  the  idea  of  balloons, 
I  mean,  what  were  they  going  to  do.  pop  them  for  Qoise? 
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"Balloons?  What  the  heck  .  .  .?" 

"Yup.  They  could  do  that  thingey  where  you  blow  up  a  balloon  and 
you  pinch  the  air  intake  valve  .  .  ."  (there  were  still  some  holes  in  Muki's 
Engrish)  ".  .  .  and  it  makes  a  loud  squealing  noise." 

"Now  wait,  folks  ..."  I  interjected. 

"Mr.  Smith,"  Hans  called  out.  Smith  was  on  the  other  side  of  the 
lobby  playing  ping  pong.  "Lee's  got  a  great  idea."  Mr.  Smith  ambled 
over  to  where  we  were  sitting. 

"What's  up?"  he  asked. 

"Lee  wants  to  have  a  concert  for  the  Holworthy  Hellions." 

"Is  that  what  you're  calling  them  today?"  Mr.  Smith  asked.  "It's  a 
lot  better  than  what  you've  been  calling  them." 

"Have  you  heard  what  Dr.  Voegel  calls  them?"  Chris  asked.  Mr. 
Smith  shook  his  head.  Chris  had  to  whisper  in  his  ear,  due  to  being  in 
mixed  company.  Mr.  Smith  started  to  laugh,  but  Mrs.  Smith,  who  was 
standing  in  earshot  of  the  conversation,  snapped,  "Ralph!"  at  which  time 
Mr.  Smith  mockingly  blubbered  out,  "Now  Chris,  that  was  a  highly 
inappropriate  thing  to  say."  He  shook  his  finger  and  dutifully  made  a 
frowny-face  until  Mrs.  Smith  backed  off. 

"What's  up?"  Mr.  Smith  asked  again. 

".  .  .  the  concert .  .  .?"  Hans  repeated. 

"Oh,  the  concert.  Now  when  did  you  want .  .  .  actually  why  do  you 
want  to  put  on  a  concert  for  them?  Kind  of  a  peacemaking  mission 
you're  on?" 

"Un  ...  no,  not  exactly."  I  was  in  deep  kimchi  now.  The  others  had 
serious  expressions  on  their  faces.  While  I  could  say,  "Hey  folks,  it  was 
just  a  gag,"  they  liked  the  idea  and  expected  me  to  follow  through  with 
it.  I  would  disappoint  if  I  backed  out  now.  Not  only  that  but  I  would  lose 
face  and  look  like  an  idiot.  So  I  chose  the  other  option,  which  would 
entail  standing  out  in  the  plaza  at  2:30  in  the  morning  conducting  an 
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orchestra/band/choir/balloon-air-intakc-valvc-squcaling/Piggly-Wiggly- 
whistle-blowing  ensemble  of  mammoth  proportions  in  order  to  wake  up 
the  Holworthy  Hellions  so  they  wouldn't  wake  us  up  anymore.  Hmmm 
.  .  .  look  like  an  idiot  or  pull  off  something  that  had  the  potential  of 
solving  our  sleeping  problems?  More  important  than  that,  the  'concert' 
had  the  potential  to  mark  me  as  a  cool  camper — a  mark  I  had  not  yet 
accomplished  this  or  any  previous  year  of  camp. 

I  opted  for  not  divulging  my  original  intention  in  making  up  the 
concert  idea.  As  long  as  they  thought  I  was  brilliant,  who  was  I  to  spoil 
their  fun? 

Mr.  Smith  set  some  ground  rules:  that  the  concert  could  only  last  one 
minute  and  that  the  minute  would  suffice;  that  instead  of  everyone  being 
downstairs  outside  in  the  plaza  in  the  cold  of  the  early  morning,  I  should 
conduct  from  there  but  all  the  musicians  should  play  their  instruments 
(or  screech  or  whistle  or  blow)  from  the  dorm  rooms  with  the  windows 
open.  Then  he  acted  like  Sergeant  Schultz.  He  said,  "I  hear  nothing, 
I  see  nothing,  I  know  nothing!  NOTHING!"  He  walked  away  while 
whispering,  "I  don't  know  anything  about  this;  that's  the  only  way  this  is 
going  to  happen.  Understood?" 

We  made  a  few  adjustments,  based  on  what  Mr.  Smith  told  us. 
Some  students  were  in  rooms  that  faced  away  from  Holworthy  Hall. 
Therefore,  the  plan  had  to  include  waking  up  early  enough  for  them  to 
walk  to  the  rooms  on  the  side  of  the  building  that  faced  the  enemy. 

Recruiting  100%  of  the  campers  wasn't  as  hard  as  I'd  thought. 
Whenever  anyone  snottily  remarked,  "I'm  not  going  to  get  up  at  that 
time  in  the  morning!"  I  simply  reminded  them  that  whether  or  not  they 
participated,  they  were  going  to  get  up  at  that  time  in  the  morning,  as 
soon  as  the  'music'  started  playing. 

The  appointed  morning  came.  Everyone's  clock  went  off  at  about 
2:25.  That  gave  enough  time  for  the  musicians  to  get  up,  assemble 
their  instruments  (or  find  their  whistles  or  blow  up  their  balloons),  walk 
down  the  hallways  to  the  North-facing  rooms  where  the  windows  would 
already  be  open,  and  set  their  instruments  in  place.   I,  on  the  other  hand, 
waited  downstairs  in  the  plaza  with  a  flashlight  and  my  Buffet-Crampon 
clarinet — a  fine  clarinet  that  is  made  of  granadilla  wood  and  under 
normal  conditions  should  not  be  exposed  to  cold,  clew  v  night  air. 

As  I  looked  at  my  watch,  my  heart  was  pounding  so  hard  that  1  could 
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feel  it  in  my  chest.  I  was  colder  than  normal,  due  to  my  excitement  and 
feeling  an  exhilaration  of  pure  joy  at  finally  being  able  to  get  back  at 
those  turds! 

I  was  overly- excited  to  the  point  that  I  wondered  if  I  was  going  to 
be  able  to  play  my  clarinet.  One  needs  to  be  concerned  about  certain 
things,  in  terms  of  posture  and  proper  embouchure.  Then  I  had  to 
stifle  my  laughter  as  I  realized  that  during  this  concert,  posture  and 
embouchure  wouldn't  matter.  If  my  embouchure  were  incorrect,  it  would 
only  add  to  the  discord  that  should  be  in  this  particular  musical  event. 
Whatever  I  was  going  to  play  needn't  be  pretty,  sonorous,  melodious  or 
nice.  Shoots!  I  could  stick  the  clarinet  up  my  butt  and  fart  out  a  tune  if 
I  wanted!  Further,  if  I  was  having  a  hard  time  stifling  my  laughter,  then 
surely  some  of  the  four  hundred  others  would  get  noisy  and  blow  our 
cover.  Indeed,  Mr.  Smith  knew  what  he  was  talking  about. 

Thirty  seconds  to  go  .  .  . 

I  thought  about  how  fantastic  the  other  music  was  that  we  performed 
at  Briarwood  that  summer.  We  were  working  on  Schubert's  "Unfinished 
"  Symphony.  What  a  piece  of  music!  What  genius,  in  that  the  thing  was 
only  two  movements  long.  There  is  considerable  debate  as  to  the  length 
Schubert  intended  the  piece  to  be,  had  he  lived  longer.  From  his  notes, 
part  of  the  music  world  believes  it  was  supposed  to  have  been  a  standard 
four  movement  symphony.  But  due  to  its  musicality,  others  believe  it 
is  complete  in  its  two  movements.  Only  two  movements  long  and  yet 
it  is  such  a  great  work  of  art  that  it  has  become  one  of  Schubert's  most 
beloved  compositions. 

Fifteen  seconds  to  go  .  .  . 

Wc  were  also  working  on  The  Pines  of  Rome  by  Ottorino  Rcspighi. 
I  have  never  been  fond  of  teachers  who  dramatically  tell  the  class,  "If 
you  just  close  your  eyes  and  imagine  .  .  ."  But,  ah,  The  Pines!  You 
really  can  close  your  eyes  during  the  movement  entitled  1  pini  dclla  Via 
Appia  (The  Pines  of  the  Appian  Way)  and  imagine  a  legion  of  soldiers 
marching  homeward  after  the  victory  of  war.  They  arc  marching  dow  n 
the  famed  132-mile  long  Appian  Way.   It's  lined  with  towering  pine  trees 
on  both  sides,  and  when  the  music  starts,  you  can  imagine  barely  seeing 
a  mirage  of  soldiers  off  in  the  foggy  distance  just  as  the  sun's  first  ra\  5 
arc  peeking  over  the  horizon.   As  the  music  builds  and  swells,  you  can 
imagine  the  sun  rising,  the  fog  burning  off  and  the  \  illagers  realizing 
their  triumphal  soldiers  are  marching  toward  them.   Respighi  wanted 
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the  ground  to  tremble  under  the  marching  footsteps  of  the  thousands  of 
soldiers,  so  at  its  loudest,  the  organist  plays  the  bottom  B-flat  on  eight 
foot,  sixteen  foot  and  thirty-two  foot  pipes.  In  just  a  moment,  we  would 
be  the  victorious  soldiers  marching  in  that  piece  of  music — at  least  in  my 
mind  we  would  be,  once  this  horrific  concert  got  started. 

Eight .  .  .  seven  .  .  .  six  .  .  . 

I  suddenly  realized  the  piece  we  were  about  to  perform  didn't  have  a 
name.  I  quickly  named  it:  instead  of  The  Pines  of  the  Appian  Way,  we 
were  about  to  perform  The  Maples  of  the  Blue  Ridge  Parkway. 

I  clicked  on  my  flashlight  and  at  three  seconds  remaining,  I  swung 
it  in  a  long,  graceful  arc  above  my  head.  At  two  seconds  remaining, 
I  swung  it  a  second  time.  With  one  remaining  second,  I  swung  that 
flashlight  and  I  let  it  go  (it  landed  in  a  soft  patch  of  grass  in  a  brick- 
walled  planter).  I  thrust  the  clarinet  up  to  my  mouth,  inserted  it  and 
squealed  the  tar  out  of  the  thing. 

When  one  forms  a  proper  embouchure  on  the  clarinet  mouthpiece, 
fluid,  melodious  tones  come  forth.  When  one  touches  the  reed  with 
one's  bottom  teeth  (something  which  one  should  never  do),  a  high- 
pitched  squealing  sound  is  emitted  that  is  somewhat  akin  to  the  sound 
of  running  fingernails  down  a  chalkboard — long  thick  fingernails  down 
a  dry,  powdery,  chalky  chalkboard.  It  was  entirely  appropriate  for  the 
purposes  of  this  concert.  I  ran  through  some  other  obnoxiously  high- 
pitched,  squealing  notes  that  seven  years  of  clarinet-playing  experience 
had  taught  me  how  to  play.  But  enough  about  me.  Let  me  tell  you  about 
my  wonderful  orchestra/band/choir/balloon-air-intake -valve-squealing/ 
Piggly-Wiggly- whistle-blowing  ensemble  of  mammoth  proportions  now 
standing  at  the  darkened  windows  of  the  building  in  front  of  me. 

They  were  superb!  Every  single  one  of  them,  performing  an 
obnoxious  solo  all  alone,  could  have  scared  the  internal  organs  out  of  the 
Holworthy  Hogs  by  themselves.  Everyone  was  pouring  the  last  couple 
of  weeks'  worth  of  early-morning  frustration  into  this  one  minute  of 
Holy  Terror  of  Biblical  proportions.  Everyone,  giving  it  their  absolute 
all,  combined  together  to  make  a  massive  wall  of  sound.  Words  cannot 
describe  the  noise,  the  cacophony,  the  pollution  of  sounds.  It  felt  like  we 
could  move  matter — with  sound  alone! 

The  acoustics  that  were  against  us  for  so  many  mornings  were  finally 
in  our  favor!  May  I  remind  you  that  sound  reverberates  between  the 
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three  buildings,  bouncing  on  the  hard  surfaces,  echoing  and  amplifying. 
The  magnitude  of  what  we  were  sending  the  Hellion's  way  was 
exponentially  superior  to  anything  that  seven  or  eight  of  them  combined 
together,  even  in  perfect  unison,  could  accomplish.  I  felt  as  if  no  sound 
meter  could  measure  the  loudness.  Surely  this  was  louder  than  the  mere 
two  hundred  decibels  of  the  Krakatoa  eruption. 

Within  three  tenths  of  an  instant,  all  the  windows  of  Hellworthy  Hall 
were  filled  with  frightened  kids  in  various  states  of  dress  and  undress. 
I  stopped  playing  for  a  few  seconds — just  a  few;  I  didn't  want  to  miss 
out  on  being  part  of  this  performance — so  I  could  retrieve  the  flashlight 
from  the  planter  and  shine  it  in  some  of  their  faces,  causing  further 
confusion,  I'm  sure. 

One  glorious,  life-fulfilling  minute  after  the  final  arc  of  flashlight 
beam  was  swung  over  my  head,  there  was  silence,  except  for  the  talking 
and  cussing  of  the  Hellworthy  Hounds.  I'm  sure  the  weaker  ones  were 
crying.  The  Briarwood  kids  broke  the  silence  with  cheers,  laughter  and 
jeers,  aimed  toward  Hellworthy  Hall.  I  took  a  long  deep  bow. 

Later  that  morning,  we  slept  in  until  7:00  a.m.,  and  we  slept  in  every 
morning  until  the  end  of  camp. 


Sunset  Soon  Forgotten 


Cassie  Chen 
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Untitled 

What  lonesome  lilies  lie  in  the  lake 

That  take  ten  times  their  tacit  tears 

And  drown  them  deep  down  with  the  ducks 

Whose  queen  quietly  quacks  about  the  quintessential  quiet 

That  she  can't  seem  to  summon  in  the  shallows 

And  the  murky  mud,  the  meeting  place  for  mayflies 

Couldn't  contain  the  cornered  cattails  that  cater  to  the  current 

As  it  itches  to  inspire  or  ignite 

And  notices  its  nook  in  the  nocturnal  round 

By  begging  bullfrogs  to  be  bellhop 

Of  overdue  openness  with  its  oppressor 

Who  hunts  harmony  with  a  hooting  harpoon 

Ready  to  reload,  reap  and  roil 

But  breaking  dawn  seems  to  clear  the  night  away 

And  leave  its  lilies  sparkling  with  dew 

The  queen  finds  her  quiet 

The  mayflies  meet 

The  cattails  contain 

And  I  love  you. 

Michael  a  Dun  lap  Larsen 


